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WE AND THE WORLD. 



** Shoo ! shoo ! " shouted Jem, wariiig his arms 
in farming-man fashion, and bdabonring Dollj's 
neck with the stick. " Shoo ! shoo ! '* 

Dolly planted her forefeet, and dipped her head 
for a push, but ratching another small whack on 
her face, and more authoritative "Shoos!" she 
chained her mind, and swinging heavily round, 
trott^ off towards the field, followed by Jem, 
waving, shouting, and victorious. My mother got 
out in time to help him to fiisten the gate, which 
he was much too small to do by himself, though, 
with true squirely instincts, he was tr3ring to secure 
it. 

But from our earliest days we both lived on in- 
timate terms with all the live stock. "Laddie," 
an old black cart-horse, was one of our chief 
friends. Jem and I used to sit, one behind the 
other, on his broad back, when our little legs could 
barely straddle across, and to "grip" with our 
knees in orthodox fashion was a matter of prin- 
ciple, but impossible in practice. Laddie's pace 
was always discreet, however, and I do not think 
we should have found a saddle any improvement, 
even as to safety, upon his warm, satin-smooth 
back. We steered him more by shouts and smacks 
than by the one short end of a dirty rope which 
was our apology for reins ; that is, if we had any 
hand in guiding his course. I am now disposed 
to think that Laddie guided himself. 

But our beast friends were many. The yellow 
yard-dog alvfajs slobbered joyfully at our ap' 
preach ; partly moved, I fancy, by love for us, 
and partly by the exciting hope of being let off 
his chain. When we went into the farmyard the 
fowls came running to our feet for com, the 
pigeons fluttered down over our heads for peas, 
and the pigs humped themselves against the wall 
of the stye as tightly as they could lean, in hopes 
of having their backs scratched. The long sweet 
faces of the plough horses, as they turned in the 
furrows, were as familiar to us as the faces of any 
other labourers in our father's fields, and we got 
fond of the lambs and ducks and chickens, and 
got used to their being killed and eaten when our 
acquaintance reached a certain date, like othei 
farm-bred folk, which is one amongst the many 
proofs of the adaptability of human nature. 

So far so good, on my part as well as Jem's. 
That I should like the animals "on the place" — 
the domesticated animals, the workable animals, 
the eatable animals — this was right and natural, 
and befitting my father's son. But my far greater 
fancy for wild, queer, useless, mischievous, and 
even disgusting creatures often got me into trouble. 
Want of sympathy became absolute annoyance as 
I grew olaer, and wandered farther, and adopted 
a perfect menagerie of odd beasts in whom my 



friends could see no good qualities : such as the 
snake I kept warm in my troosers-podcet ; the 
stickleback that I am connnced I tamed in his 
own waters; the toad for whom I built a red 
house of broken drainpipes at the back of the 
strawberrr bed, where I Qsed to go and tickle his 
head on uie sly; and the long- whiskered rat in the 
bam, who knew me well, and whose death nearly 
broke my heart, though I had seen generations of 
unoffending ducklings pass to the kitchen without 
a tear. 

I think it must have been the beasts that made 
me take to reading: I was so fond of Buffon's 
"Natural History, ' of which there was an Eng- 
lish abridgment on the dining-room bookshelves. 

But my happiest reading days began after the 
bookseller's agent came round, and teased my 
father into taking in the " Penny Cydopsedia ; " 
and those numbers in which there was a beast, 
bird, fish, or reptile were the numbers for me ! 

I must, however, confess that if a love for read- 
ing had been the only way in which I had gone 
astray from the family habits and traditions, I 
don't think I should have had much to complain of 
in the way of blame. 

My father " pish "ed and " pshaw "ed when he 
caught me "poking over" books, but my dear 
mother was inclined to r^;ard me as a genius, 
whose learning might bring reno^in of a new kind 
into the family. In a quiet way of her own, as 
she went gently about household matters, or knitted 
my father's stockings, she was a great day-dreamer 
— one of the most unselfish kind, however; a 
builder of air-castles, for those she loved to dwell 
in ; planned, fitted, and furnished according to the 
measure of her affections. 

It was perhaps because my father always began 
by disparaging her suggestions that (by the balanc- 
ing action of some instinctive sense of justice) he 
almost always ended by adopting them, whether 
they were wise or fooUsh. He came at last to 
listen very tolerantly when she dilated on my 
future greatness. 

"And if he isn't quite so good a farmer as Jem, 
it's not as if he were the eldest, you know, my 
dear. I'm sure we've much to be thankful for 
that dear Jem takes after you as he does. But if 
Jack turns out a genius, which please Crod we may 
live to see and be proud of, he'll make plenty of 
money, and he must live with Jem when we're 
gone, and let Jem manage it for him, for clever 
people are never any good at taking care of what 
they get. And when their families get too big for 
the old house, love, Jack must build, as he'll be 
well able to afford to do, and Jem must let him 
have the land. The Ladycroft would be as good 
as anywhere, and a pretty name for the house. 
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It would be a good thing to have some one at 
that end of the property too, and then the boys 
would always be together." 

Poor dear mother ! The kernel of her speech 
lay in the end of it — ** The boys would always be 
together." I am sure in her tender heart she 
blessed my bookish genius, which was to make 
wealth as well as fame, and so keep me "about 
the place," and the home birds for ever in the 
nest. 

I knew nothing of it then, of course ; but at 
this time she used to turn my father's footsteps to- 
wards the Ladycroft every Sunday, between the 
services, and never wearied of planning my house. 

She was standing one day, her smooth brow 
knitted in perplexity, before the big pink thorn, 
and had stood so long absorbed in this brown 
study, that my father said, with a sly smile — 

** Well, love, and where are you now ? " 

**In the dairy, my dear," she answered quite 
gravely. ** The window is to the north of course, 
and I'm afraid the thorn must come down." 

My father laughed heartily. He had some sense 
of humour, but my mother had none. She was 
one of the sweetest-tempered women that ever 
lived, and never dreamed that any one was laugh- 
ing at her. I have heard my father say she lay 
awake that night, and when he asked her why she 
could not sleep he found she was fretting about 
the pink thorn. 

" It looked so pretty to-day, my dear ; and 
thorns are so bad to move ! " 

My father knew her too well to hope to console 
her by j oking about it. He said gravely : * * There's 
plenty of time yet, love. The boys are only just 
in trousers ; and we may think of some wav to 
spare it before we come to bricks and mortar. 

"I've thought of it every way, my dear, I'm 
afraid, " said my mother with a sigh. But she had 
full confidence in my father — 2l trouble shared vrith 
him was half cured, and she soon fell asleep. 

She certainly had a vivid imagination, though it 
never was cultivated to literary ends. Perhaps, 
after all, I inherited that idle fancy, those unsatis- 
fied yearnings of my restless heart, from her ! 
Mental peculiarities are said to come from one's 
mother. 

It was Jem who inherited her sweet temper. 

Dear old Jem ! He and I were the best of good 
friends always, and that sweet temper of his had 
no doubt much to do with it. He was very much 
led by me, though I was the younger, and what- 
ever mischief we got into it was always my fault 

It was I who persuaded him to run away from 
school, under the, as it proved, insufficient dis- 
guise of walnut-juice on our faces and hands. It 
was I who began to dig the hole which was to 



take us through from the kitchen-garden to the 
other side of the world. (Jem helped me to fill it 
up again, when the gardener made a fuss about 
our having chosen the asparagus-bed as the point 
of departure, which we did because the earth was 
soft there.) In desert islands or castles, balloons 
or boats, my hand was first and foremost, and mis- 
chief or amusement of every kind, by earth, air, or 
water, was planned for us by me. 

Now and then, however, Jem could crow over me. 
How he did deride me when I asked our mother 
the foolish question — " Have bees whiskers ? " 

The bee who betrayed me into this folly was a 
bumble of the utmost beauty. The bars of his 
coat "burned" as ** brightly" as those of the tiger 
in Wombwell's menagerie, and his fiir was softer 
than my mother's black velvet mantle. I knew, 
for I had kissed him lightly as he sat on the 
window-frame. I had seen him brushing first onQ 
side and then the other side of his head, with an 
action so exactly that of my father brushing his 
whiskers on Sunday morning, that I thought the 
bee might be trimming his ; not knowing that he 
was sweeping the flower-dust off his antennae with 
his legs, and putting it into his waistcoat pocket 
to mdce bee bread of. 

It was the liberty I took in kissing him that 
made him not sit still any more, and hmdered me 
from examining his cheeks for myself. He began 
to dance all over the window, humming his own 
tune, and before he got tired of dancing he found 
a chink open at the top sash, and sailed away like 
a spot of plush upon the air. 

I had thus no opportunity of becoming intimate 
with him, but he was the cause of a more lasting 
friendship — my friendship with Isaac Irvine, the 
beekeeper. For when I asked that silly question, 
my mother said, "Not that I ever saw, love;" 
and my father said, " If he wants to know about 
bees, he should go to old Isaac. He'll tell him 
plenty of queer stories about them." 

The first time I saw the beekeeper was in church, 
on Catechism Sunday, in circumstances which led 
to my disgracing myself in a manner that must 
have been very annoying to my mother, who had 
taken infinite pains in teaching us. 

The provoking part of it was that Iliad not had 
a fear of breaking down. With poor Jem it was 
very different. He took twice as much pains as I 
did, but he could not get things into his head, 
and even if they did stick there he found it almost 
harder to say them properly. We began to learn 
the Catechism when we were three years old, and 
we went on till long after we were in trousers ; 
and I am sure Jem never got the three words 
" and an inheritor " tidily off the tip of his tongue 
within my remembrance. And I have seen both 
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him and my mocher crying over &em oa a boc 
Sunday aftcmooiL He was always in a 6%hc 
when we had to say the Catechism in chnxch, ^md 
that day, I remember, be shook so that I caal«i 
hardly stand straight mysdi^ and Bob Fcmis; the 
blacksmith's son, who stood on the other Sfi^ of 
him, whispered quite loud, ** Eh ! see thee, how 
Master Jem dodders'. ** for which Jem ga^e him an 
^e as black as his £&ther*s shop aftcxwardsy kx 
Tern could use his fists if he could not leam by 
neart. 

But at the time he could not eren composr him- 
self enousb to count down the line of bovs and 
calculate what question would come to him. I 
did, and when he found he had only got the Fizst 
Commandment, he was more at ease, and thocgh 
the second, which fell to me^ is mndi kmger, I 
was not in the least afraid of fbigettii^ it, for I 
cpuld have done the whole of my duty to my 
neighbour if it had been necessary. 

Jem got through very well, and I could hear my 
mother blessing him over the top of the pew be- 
hind our backs ; but just as he finished, no less 
than three bees, who had been hovering over the 
heads of the workhouse boys opposite, all settled 
down tc^ether on Isaac Irvine's bare hand. 

At the public catechising^ which came once a 
year, and after the second lesson at evening prayer, 
the grown-up members of the congregation used 
to draw near to the end of their pews to see and 
hear how we acquitted ourselves, and, as it hap- 
pened on this particular occasion. Master Isaac 
was standing exactly opposite to me. As he 
leaned forward, his hands crossed on the pew-top 
before him, I had been a good deal fascinated by 
his face, which was a very noble one in its rugged 
way, with snow-white Iiair and intense, keenly 
observing eyes, and when I saw the tluree bees 
settle on him without his seeming to notice it, I 
cried, "They'll sting you! "before I thought of 
what I was doing ; for I had been severely stung 
that week myself, and knew what it felt like, and 
how little good powder-blue does. 

With attending to the bees I had not heard the 
parson say, "Second Commandment?" and as 
he was rather deaf he did not hear what I said. 
But of course he knew it was not long enough for 
the right answer, and he said, "Speak up, my 
boy," and Jem tried to start me by whispering, 
" Thou shalt not make to thyself "—but the three 
bees went on sitting on Master Isaac's hand, and 
though I began the Second Commandment, I 
could not take my eyes off them, and when Master 
Isaac saw this he smiled and nodded his white 
head, and said, " Never you mind me, sir. They 
won't sting the old beekeeper. " This assertion so 
completely turned my head that every other idea 
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\z^ ^t»^ no fiother, the 
pxirscc dZied ccr. "^ T^ird CoflBnaadment ? " and 
I was pgfgarl cra^ — "oc: of respect to the 
I w:xs ;ec=iQded for a twdvemonth 
JflB peached my leg to comfort 
»e, aiad bit Baxter s^k icrmn. on the seat, and 
&i ace take her ^ue ccr of her pocket-handker- 



chief rill the workba^» boys were saying "the 

My aaccber was ccr ccly tearhrr till Jem was 
nineaadlwase^hrveaisoJi. We had a thin, soft- 
hacked readirrg bd^k. hccxad in black doth, cm the 
cover of vhxh ia ^zrid lecrcrs was is name " Chick- 
seed withoat Chkk-weed : ** and in this book she 
wTxxe OCT names, and the date at the end of each 
lesson we cccraed furiy throcgh. I had got into 
PSmct II-, which was "in words of four letters," 
and had the chapter about the Ship in it, before 
Jem's name figured at the end of the chapter about 
the Dog in Fart I. 

My mocher was very glad that this chapter 
seemed to j^ease Jenu and diat he learned to read 
it qoicUy, for, good-natuied as he was, Jem was 
too fond of fighting and layii^ about him : and 
though it was only "in words of three letters," 
this brief diapter contained a terrible story, and 
an excellent moral, which I remember well even 
now. 

It was caUed "The Dog." 

" Why do you cry? The Dog has bit my 1^. 
Why did he do so? I had my bat and I hit him 
as he lay cm the mat, so he ran at me and bit my 
leg. Ah, you may not use the bat if you hit the 
Dog. It is a hot day, and the dog may go mad. 
One day a Dog bit a boy in the arm, and the boy 
had his arm cut ofi^ for the Dog was mad. And 
did the boy die ? Yes, he did die in a day or two. 
It is not fit to hit a Dqg if he lie on the mat and 
is not a bad Dog. Do not hit a D<^ or a cat, or 
a boy." 

Jem not only got through this lesson much 
better than usuaJ, but he lingered at my mother's 
knees, to point with his own little stumpy fore- 
finger to each recurrence of the words "hit a 
D(^," and read them all by himself. 

^^Very good boy," said Mother, who was much 
pleased. " And now read this last sentence once 
more, and very nicely." 

* * Do — not — hit — a— dog— or — a— cat — or — a 
— ^boy," read Jem in a high sing-song, and with a 
izict of blank indifference, and then with a hasty 
dog*s-ear he turned back to the previous page, and 
spelled out, "I had my bat and I hit him as he 
lay on the mat " so well, that my mother caught 
him to her bosom and covered him with kisses. 
Hell be as good a scholar as Jack yet I " she 
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exclaimed. "But don't forget, my darling, that 
my Jem must never * hit a dog, or a cat, or a boy.* 
Now, love, you may put the book away." 

Jem stuck out his lips and looked down, and 
hesitated. He seemed almost disposed to go on 
with his lessons. But he changed his mind, and 
shutting the book with a bang, he scampered off. 
As he passed the ottoman near the door^ he saw 
Kitty, our old tortoise-shell puss, lying on it, and 
(moved perhaps by the occurrence of the word ccU 
in the last sentence of the lesson) he gave her such 
a whack with the fiat side of "Chick-seed*' that 
she bounced up into the air like a sky-rocket, Jem 
crying out as he did so, "I had my bat, and I hit 
him as he lay on the mat.** 

It was seldom enough that Jem got anjrthing by 
heart, but he had certainly learned this ; for when 
an hour later I went to look for him in the garden, 
I found him panting with the exertion of having 
laid my nice, thick, fresh green crop of mustard 
and cress fiat with the back of the coal-shovel, 
which he could barely lift, but with which he was 
still battering my salad-bed, chanting triumphantly 
at every stroke, " I had my bat, and I hit him as 
he lay on the mat.'* He was ^uite out of breath, 
and I had not much difficulty m pummelling him 
■as he deserved. 

Which shows how true it is, as my dear mother 
said, that **you never know what to do for the 
best in bringing up boys." 

Just about the time that we outgrew " Chick- 
seed, ** and that it was allowed on all hands that 
even for quiet country-folk with no learned notions 
it was high time we were sent to school, our 
parents were spared the trouble of looking out for 
a school for us by the fact that a school came to 
us instead, and nothing less than an " Academy '* 
was opened within three-quarters of a mile of my 
father s gate. 

Walnut-tree Farm was an old house that stood 
some little way from the road in our favourite lane 
— a lane full of wild roses and speedwell, with a 
tiny footpath of disjointed flags like an old pack- 
horse track. Grass and milfoil grew thickly be- 
tween the stones, and the turf stretched half-way 
over the road from each side, for there was little 
traffic in the lane, beyond the yearly rumble of 
the harvesting waggons ; and few foot-passengers, 
except a labourer now and then, a pair or two of 
rustic lovers at sundown, a few knots of children 
in the blackberry season and the cows coming 
home to milking. 

Jem and I played there a good deal, but then 
we lived close by. 

We were very fond of the old place and there 
were two good reasons for the charm it had in our 
eyes. In the first place, the old man who lived 



alone in it (for it had ceased to be the dwelling- 
house of a real farm) was an eccentric old miser, 
the chief object of whose existence seemed to be 
to thwart any attempt to pry into the daily details 
of it. What manner of stimulus this was to 
boyish curiosity needs no explanation, much as it 
needs excuse. 

In the second place, Walnut-tree Farm was so 
utterly different from the house which was our 
home, that everything about it was attractive from 
mere unaccustomedness. 

Our house had been rebuilt from the foundations 
by my father. It was square-built and very ugly, 
but it was in such excellent repair that one could 
never indulge a more lawless fancy towards anv 
chink or cranny about it than a desire to " point * 
the same with a bit of mortar. 

Why it was that my ancestor, who built the old 

house, and who was not a bit better educated or 

. farther-travelled than my father, had built a pretty 

one, whilst my father built an ugly one, is one of 

the many things I do not know, and wish I did. 

From the old sketches of it which my grand- 
father painted on the parlour handscreens, I think 
it must have been like a larger edition of the farm ; 
that is, with long mullioned windows, a broad and 
gracefully proportioned doorway with several 
shallow steps and quaintly-ornamented lintel ; bits 
of fine work and ornamentation about the wood- 
work here and there, put in as if they had been 
done, not for the look of the thing, but for the 
love of it, and whitewash over the house-firont, 
and over the apple-trees in the orchard. 

That was what our ancestor*s home was like ; 
and it was the sort of house that became Walnut- 
tree Academy, where Jem and I went to school. 



CHAPTER II. 

SahU :—** Ha, you ! A litdc more upon the dismal 
(forming^ their countenances) ; this fellow has a good mortal 
look, place him near the corpse ; that wainscoat face must 
be o' top of the stairs ; that fellow's almost in a fright (that 
looks as if he were full of some strange misery) at the end 
of the hall. So— but 1*11 fix you all myself. Let's have no 
laughing now on any i»^>vocation." 

The Funeral, Steele. 

AT one time I really hoped to make the 
acquaintance of the old miser of Walnut- 
tree Farm. It was when we saved the life of his 
cat. 

He was very fond of that cat, I think, and it 
was, to say the least of it, as eccentric-looking as 
its master. One eye was yellow and the other was 
blue, which gave it a strange, uncanny expression. 
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• * .fi» fjKitf *j4* tfrtt oic tjcatboiir the bor we 
i'juui. '^'f xk^xM^ v '. He »3u> Bttch 0100" and 
^^jif^ •«£<**- "^^^ »«Tt, out we were tmt ic one 
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** J aai very fr^fd of it," be »id apologctkaHj, 
•!• ;/u '11^ 'I**- bi/;^«iiur cartiuliy tack; but I 
U i««*« Ji*- it." 41*'^/:. •// liift caL 

/ 1«%' ««j'/f« ».*/) ttK^e yr'M^r that be oi^;ht to 

i<i/iu ut iij'.'y »*ji* ysun^Axr — if there was a parioixr 

•sux. i t/y^ic ibCvifff*;aj!;e fA a }.«ckwafd moTCBMBt 

4^' /tif }4a^ t/>» lAf/v^ one lAtalU/w step nearer, and 

M..<:/ ih Skit *Ai^y fjjriV*:rMt$Xkmal tcot, "Your cat 

i^x 4,i>iii« out iigaifj, and bii own eyes glared in 
rl*t A:\*'nnijf Ji^ht a^ he Uiuchtd me with one of 
)^/> f)/*^« ffc trj a way that made me thirer, and aaid, 
'MM )/i<«/J U'jrii »ft iM woman, and that cat bad 
\h^a wt'ii fii^ in t>ie day$ when tbif bome was 
l/v.j, f th/M lav*: )jt4ai hanged, or bamed as a 
ivi'-' i^ 'I w«Jv« ««<rn w'/uld have done it — twelre 
incdt/HtuhUi a#Mi r«*f<»«/,tahJe men T' He paused, 
l^^/i^ut^ over my f^ad at the vky, and then added, 
*' iJijt i» all g/>od c>n»cience — mtnd, in all good 

AmI ttfurr am^her pau«e he touched me again 
liUii> tiituc my Ua^th chattered), anrl whispered 
l>/ii>ily in my ttAr, **f4ever serve on a jury!** 
Afii'f wUkh \i€ \mnaed the door m our faces, and 
lam /.ftuj^ht h/>U of my jacket and cried, *" Oh I 
hi-'i, /|tji(« mad, he'll murder us!" and we took 
tiu h niimr \fv the hand ami ran home as fast as 
tmi (<'!'( Wifuui carry u«, 

Wr nnvttr Mw the old miser ftgfltn, for he died 
intnui month* afterwards, and, strange to relate, 
/l'iii anil I wfrf invited to the funeral. 

It wan a ftineral not to lie forgotten. The old 
MiHH hod If ft ihtt motley for It, and a memorandum, 
with ihtt minulettt direct Iohh, in the hands of his 
lawyer, If ]m \m\ wished to \)e more popular 
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1$ ttare witness. 

Xo coae bad ever seen tbe old 
and be gaiv no festrroies ; hat be 
ID hif fnneraL 

Chijdren. Hke other nnedncated 
domestic derails and goii^ over tbe ins 
of odter peo^'je's attuis bdmid tbeir bac^ ; 
cial}j when tbe interest is beagfatened ht a toodi ci 
gloom, or perfeaed by the addiiioti of 
Mmal importanoe in tbe anarrrr, Jem and I 
always fond of fimcials, bat this fbnaal, 
fbss that it made in the paiisb, we 
likely to fbi^et. 

Even oar own household was so demonlised by 
the grim gcH:s:p of tbe occasaon that Jem and I 
were accnsed of bcmg unable to anmse oaisdves. 
and of listening to oor eldeR. It was periiaps 
fortunate for us that a fa voui i le puppy <bed the 
day before tbe fimeral, and gave us tbe oppop- 
tnnity of bmying him. 



" As if oor whole Tocaxian 
Were endless hnitatiop 



Tern and I had already laid our gardens waste, and 
Duilt a rude wall of broken bricks round them to 
make a churchyard ; and I can clearly remember 
that we had so far profited by what we bad over- 
beard among our elders, that I had caught np 
some phrases which I was rather proud of display- 
inp;, and that I quite overawed Jem by tbe air 
with which I spoke of " the melancholy occasion '* 
— ^the " wishes of deceased " — and the " fedii^ 
of survivors " when we buried the puppy. 

It was understood that I could not attend the 
puppy's funeral in my proper person, because I 
wished to \)c the undertaker; but the happy 
thought struck mt* of inittinc; my wheelbarrow 
alongside of th** \itUU wall with a note inside it 
to the rffrrt (Iml \ Um\ " sent my carriage as a 
mark of rr^ptri," 

In ot)i« |><ilnl WM niuld not emulate the real 
funeral) ll't^l w^* mmii*i1 mit "regardless of ex> 
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pense. " The old miser had left a long list of the 
names of the people who were to be invited to it 
and to its attendant feast, in which was not only 
my father's name, but Jem's and mine. Three 
yards was the correct length of the black silk 
scarves which it was the custom in the neighbour- 
hood to send to dead people's friends ; but the old 
miser's funeral -scarves were a whole yard longer, 
and of such stiffly ribbed silk that Mr. Soot, the 
mourning draper, assured my mother that "it 
would stand of itself." The black gloves cost six 
shillings a pair, and the sponge-cakes, which used 
to be sent with the gloves and scarves, were on 
this occasion ornamented with weeping willows in 
white sugar. 

Jem and I enjoyed the cake, but the pride we 
felt in our scarves and gloves was simply boundless. 
What pleased us particularly was that our funeral 
finery was not enclosed with my father's. Mr. 
Soot's man delivered three separate envelopes at 
the door, and they looked like letters from some 
bereaved giant. The envelopes were twenty inches 
by fourteen, and made of cartridge-paper; the 
black border was two inches deep, and the black 
seals must have consumed a stick of sealing-wax 
among them. They contained the gloves and the 
scarves, which were lightly gather«i together in 
the middle with knots of black gauze ribbon. 

How exquisitely absurd Jem and I must have 
looked with four yards of stiff black silk attached 
to our little hats I can imagine, if I cannot clearly 
remember. My dear mother dressed us and saw 
us off (for, with some curious relic of pre-civilised 
notions, women were not allowed to appear at 
funerals), and I do not think she perceived any- 
thhig odd in our appearance. She was very gentle, 
and approved of everything that was considered 
right by the people she was used to, and she had 
only two anxieties about our scarves : first, that 
they should show the full four yards of respect to 
the memory of the deceased ; and secondly, that 
we should keep them out of the dust, so that they 
might "come in usefiil afterwards." 

She fretted a little because she had not thought 
of changing our gloves for smaller sizes (they were 
eight and a quarter) ; but my father " pish "ed and 
" pshaw "ed, and said it was better than if they 
had been too small, and that we should be sure to 
be late if my mother went on fidgeting. So we 
pulled them on — with ease — and picked up the 
tails of our hatbands — with difficulty — and. fol- 
lowed my father, our hearts beating with pride, 
and my mother and the maids watching us from 
the door. We arrived quite half an hour earlier 
than we need have done, but the Lane was already 
crowded with complimentary carriages, and curious 
bystanders, before whom we held our heads and 



hatbands up ; and the scent of the wild roses was 
lost for that day in an all-pervading atmosphere of 
black dye. We were very tired, I remember, by 
the time that our turn came to be put into a car- 
riage by Mr. Soot, who murmured — "Pocket 
handkerchiefs, gentlemen" — and, following the 
example of a very pale-£aced stranger who was 
with us, we drew out the clean handkerchiefs with 
which our mother had supplied us, and covered 
our faces with them. 

At least Jem says he shut his eyes tight, and 
kept his face covered the whole way, but he always 
was so conscientious ! I held my handkerchief as 
well as I could with my gloves ; but I contrived 
to peep from behind it, and to see the crowd that 
lined the road to watch us as we wound slowly 
on. 

If these outsiders, who only saw the procession 
and the funeral, were moved almost to enthusiasm 
by the miser's post-mortem liberality, it may be 
believed that the guests who were bidden to the 
feast did not fail to obey the ancient precept, and 
speak well of the dead. The tables (they were 
rickety) literally groaned under the weight of 
eatables and drinkables, and the dinner was so 
prolonged th^ Jem and I got terribly tired, in 
spite of the fun of watching the faces of the men 
we did not know, to see which got the reddest. 

My father wanted us to go home before the 
reading of the will, which took place in the front 
parlour; but the lawyer said, " I think the young 
gentlemen should remain," for which we were very 
much obliged to him ; though the pale-faced man 
said quite crossly — "Is there any special reason 
for crowding the room with children, who are not 
even relatives of the deceased ? " which made us 
feel so much ashamed that I think we should have 
slipped out by ourselves; but the lawyer, who 
made no answer, pushed us gently before him to 
the top of the room, which was soon far too full 
to get out of by the door. 

Itvwas very damp and musty. In several places 
the paper hung in great strips from the walls, and 
the oddest part of all was that every article of 
furniture in the room, and even the hearthrug, was 
covered with sheets of newspaper pinned over to 
preserve it. I sat in the comer of a sofa, where I 
could read the trial of a man who murdered some- 
body twenty-five years before, but I never got to 
the end of it, for it went on behind a very fat man 
who sat next to me, and he leaned back all the 
time and hid it. Jem sat on a little footstool, and 
fell asleep with his head on my knee, and did not 
wake till I nudged him, when our names were 
read out in the will. Even then he only half 
awoke, and the fat man drove his elbow into me 
and hurt me dreadfully for whispering in Jem's ear 
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CHAPTER III. 

" What are little boys made of, made of? 
What are little boys made of? " 

Nursery Rhyme, 

WHEN the school was opened, Jem and I 
were sent there at once. Everybody said 
it was "time we were sent somewhere,** and that 
" we were getting too wild for home.*' 

I got so tired of hearing this at last, that one 
day I was goaded to reply that "home was getting 
too tame for me.'* And Jem, who always backed 
me up, said, " And me too.*' For which piece of 
swagger we forfeited our suppers ; but when we 
went to bed we found pieces of cake under our 
pillows, for my mother could not bear us to be 
short of food, however badly we behaved. 

I do not know whether the trousers had any- 
thing to do with it, but about the time that Jem 
and I were put into trousers we lived in a chronic 
state of behaving badly. What makes me feel par- 
ticularly ashaimed in thinking of it is, that I know 
it was not that we came under the pressure of 
any overwhelming temptations to misbehave and 
yielded through weakness, but that, according to 
an expressive nursery formula, we were " seeing 
how naughty we could be.** I think we were 
genuinely anxious to see this undesirable climax ; 
in some measure as a matter of experiment, to 
which all boys are prone, and in which dangerous 
experiments, and experiments likely to be followed 
by explosion, are naturally preferred. Partly, too, 
from an irresistible impulse to " raise a row,** and 
take one*s luck of the results. This craving to 
disturb the calm current of events, and the good 
conduct and composure of one*s neighbours as a 
matter of diversion, must be incomprehensible by 
phlegmatic people, who never feel it, whilst some 
Irishmen, I fancy, never quite conquer it, perhaps 
because they never quite cease to be boys. In 
any degree I do not for an instant excuse it, and 
in excess it must be simply intolerable by better- 
regulated minds. 

But really, boys who are pickles should be put 
into jars with sound stoppers, like other pickles, 
and I wonder that mothers and cooks do not get 
pots like those that held the forty thieves, and 
do it. 

I fancy it was because we happened to be in 
this rough, defiant, mischievous mood, just about 
the time that Mrs. Wood opened her school, that 
we did not particularly like our schoolmistress. 
If I had been fifteen years older, I should soon 
have got beyond the first impression created by 



her severe dress, close widow*s cap and straight 
grey hair, and have discovered that the outline of 
her face was absolutely beautiful, and I might 
possibly have detected, what most people failed to 
detect, that an odd unpleasing effect, caused by 
the contrast between her general style, and an 
occasional lightness and rapidity and grace of 
movement in her slender figure, came from the 
fact that she was much younger than she looked 
and affected to be. The impression I did receive 
of her appearance I communicated to my mother 
in far from respectful pantomime. 

"Well, love, and what do you think of Mrs. 
Wood ?** said she. 

"I think,'* chanted I, in that high brassy pitch 
of voice which Jem and I had adopted for this 
bravado period of our existence — " I think she*s 
like our old white hen that turned up its eyes and 
died of the pip. Lack-a-daisy-dee I Lack-a-daisy- 
dee ! '* 

And I twisted my body about, and strolled up 
and down the room with a supposed travestie of 
Mrs. Wood's movements. 

"So she is," said faithful Jem. "Lack-a- 
daisy-dee! Lack-a-daisy-dee!*' and he wriggled 
about after me, and knocked over the Berlin wool- 
basket. 

" Oh dear, oh dear ! " said our poor mother. 

Jem righted the basket, and I took a run and a 
flying leap over it, and having cleared it success- 
fully, took another, and yet another, each one 
soothing my feelings to the extent by which it 
shocked my mother's. At the third bound, Jem, 
not to be behindhand, uttered a piercing yell from 
behind the sofa. 

" Good gracious, what*s the matter?'* cried my 
mother. 

" It*s the war-whoop of the Objibeway Indians," 
I promptly explained, and having emitted another, 
to which I flattered myself Jem's had been as 
nothing for hideousness, we departed in file to 
raise a row in the kitchen. 

Summer passed into autumn. Jem and I really 
liked going to school, but it was against our prin- 
ciples at that time to allow that we liked anything 
that we ought to like. 

Some sincere but mistaken efforts to improve 
our principles were made, I remember, by a middle- 
aged single lady, who had known my mother in 
her girlhood, and who was visiting her at this 
unlucky stage of our career. Having failed to 
cope with us directly, she adopted the plan of 
talking improvingly to our mother and at us, and 
very severe some of her remarks were, and I don't 
believe that Mother liked them any better than we 
did. 

The severest she ever made were I think 




iUhi Uk, miiit'i »" )i"* 



tdtt* into nxwdi tigbt halls when jrou tease 
Ihem. Biit at kut ihe talked so that we could not 
help altending. I dated not say aiiTthing to her, 
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Jem generally outdid me if possible, frotn sheer 
willingness and loyalty of spirit. 

**/ should like to be a burglar,'' said he. 
And then we both left the room very quietly and 
politely. But when we got outside I said, ** I 
hate that woman." 

*'So do I," said Jem; "she regularly hectors 
over mother — ^I hate her worst for that." 
** So do I. Jem, doesn't she take pills ? " 
** I don't know— why? " 
'*I believe she does; I'm certain I saw a box 
on her dressing-table. Jem, run like a good chap 
and see, and if there is one, empty out the pills 
and bring me the pill-box." 

Jem obeyed, and I sat down on the stairs and 
began to get the woodlice out again. There were 
twelve nice little black balls in my hand when 
Jem came back with the pill-box. 

** Hooray!" I cried; "but knock out all the 
powder, it might smother them. Now, give it to 
me." 

Jem danced with delight when I put the wood- 
lice in and put on the lid. 

" I hope she'll shake the box before she opens 
it," I said as we replaced it on the dressing-table. 
" I hope she will, or they won't be tight. Oh, 
Jack ! Jack ! How many do you suppose she takes 
at a time ? " 

We never knew, and what is more, we never 
knew what became of the woodlice, for, for some 
reason, she kept our counsel as well as her own 
about the pill-box. 

One thing that helped to reconcile us to spending 
a good share of our summer days in Walnut-tree 
Academy was that the schoolmistress made us very 
comfortable. Boys at our age are not very sen- 
sitive about matters of taste and colour and so 
forth, but even we discovered that Mrs. Wood 
had Uiat knack of adapting rooms to their inhabit- 
ants, and making them pleasant to the eye, which 
seems to be a trick at the end of some people's 
fingers, and quite unleamable by others. When 
she had made the old miser's rooms to her mind, 
we might have understood, if we had speculated 
about it, how it was that she had not profited by 
my mother's sound advice to send all his "rubbishy 
odds and ends " (the irregularity and ricketiness 
and dustiness of which made my mother shudder) 
to be "sold at the nearest auction-rooms, and buy 
some good solid furniture of the cabinet-maker 
who furnished for everybody in the neighbourhood, 
which would be the cheapest in the long-run, be- 
sides making the rooms look like other people's at 
last." That she evaded similar recommendations 
of paperhangers and upholsterers, and of wall- 
papers and carpets, and curtains with patterns that 
would "stand," and wear best, and show dirt 



least, was a trifle fn the eyes of all good house- 
keepers, when our farmine-man's daughter brought 
the amazing news with ner to Sunday tea, that 
" the missus " had had in old Sally, and had torn 
the paper off the parlour, and had made Sally 
"limewash the walls, for all the world as if it was 
a cellar." Moreover, she had "gone over" the 
lower part herself, and was now painting on the 
top of that. There was nothing for it, after this 
news, but to sigh and conclude that there was 
something about the old place which made every- 
body a little queer who came to live in it. 

But when Jem and I saw the parlour (which 
was now the school-room), we decided that it 
"looked very nice," and was "uncommonly com- 
fortable." The change was certainly amazing, 
and made the fimeral day seem longer ago than it 
really was. The walls were not literally lime- 
washed ; but (which is the same thing, except for 
a little glue !) they were distempered, a soft pale 
pea-green. About a yard deep above the wainscot 
this was covered with a dark sombre green tint, 
and along the upper edge of this, as a border all 
round the room, the schoolmistress had painted a 
trailing wreath of white periwinkle. The border 
was painted with the same materials as the walls, 
and with very rapid touches. The white flowers 
were skilfully relieved by the dark ground, and 
the varied tints of the leaves, from the deep ever- 
green of the old ones to the pale yellow of the 
young shoots, had demanded no new colours, and 
were wonderfully life-like and pretty. There was 
another border, right round the top of the room ; 
but that was painted on paper and fastened on. It 
was a Bible text — **Keep Innocency, and take 
heed to the thing that is right, for that shall bring 
a man Peace at the last. " Aiid Mrs. Wood had 
done the text also. 

There were no curtains to the broad, muUioned 
window, which was kept wide open at every lat- 
tice ; and one long shoot of ivy that had pushed in 
farther than the rest had been seized, and pinned 
to the wall inside, where its growth was a subject 
of study and calculation, during the many moments 
when we were " trying to see ' how little we could 
learn of our lessons. The black board stood on a 
polished easel ; but the low seats and desks were 
of plain pine like the floor, and they were scrupu- 
lously scrubbed. The cool tint of the walls was 
somewhat cheered by coloured maps and prints, 
and the schoolmistress's chair (an old carved oak 
one that had been much revived by bees-wax 
and turpentine since the miser's days) stood on 
the left-hand side of the window — under "Keep 
Innocency," and looking towards "Peace at the 
last." I know, for when we were all writing or 
something of that sort, so that she could sit still. 
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him and my mother crying over them on a hot 
Sunday afternoon. He was always in a fright 
when we had to say the Catechism in church, and 
that day, I remember, he shook so that I could 
hardly stand straight myself, and Bob Fumiss, the 
blacksmith's son, who stood on the other side of 
him, whispered quite loud, ** Eh ! see thee, how 
Master Jem dodders I " for which Jem gave him an 
eye as black as his father's shop afterwards, for 

iem could use his fists if he could not learn by 
eart. 

But at the time he could not even compose him- 
self enough to count down the line of boys and 
calculate what question would come to him. I 
did, and when he found he had only got the First 
Commandment, he was more at ease, and though 
the second, which fell to me, is much longer, I 
was not in the least afraid of forgetting it, for I 
cpuld have done the whole of my duty to my 
neighbour if it had been necessary. 

Jem got through very well, and I could hear my 
mother blessing him over the top of the pew be- 
hind our backs ; but just as he finished, no less 
than three bees, who had been hovering over the 
heads of the workhouse boys opposite, all settled 
down together on Isaac Irvine's bare hand. 

At the public catechising, which came once a 
year, and after the second lesson at evening prayer, 
the grown-up members of the congregation used 
to draw near to the end of their pews to see and 
hear how we acquitted ourselves, and, as it hap- 
pened on this particular occasion. Master Isaac 
was standing exactly opposite to me. As he 
leaned forward, his hands crossed on the pew-top 
before him, I had been a good deal fascinated by 
his face, which was a very noble one in its nigged 
way, with snow-white hair and intense, keenly 
observing eyes, and when I saw the three bees 
settle on him without his seeming to notice it, I 
cried, "They'll sting you! "before I thought of 
what I was doing ; for I had been severely stung 
that week myself, and knew what it felt like, and 
how little good powder-blue does. 

With attending to the bees I had not heard the 
parson say, ** Second Commandment?" and as 
he was rather deaf he did not hear what I said. 
But of course he knew it was not long enough for 
the right answer, and he said, "Speak up, my 
boy, " and Jem tried to start me by whispering, 
"Thou shalt not make to thyself" — but the three 
bees went on sitting on Master Isaac's hand, and 
though I began the Second Commandment, I 
could not take my eyes off them, and when Master 
Isaac saw this he smiled and nodded his white 
head, and said, " Never you mind me, sir. They 
won't sting the old beekeeper." This assertion so 
completely turned my head that every other idea 



went out of it, and after saying "or in the earth 
beneath " three times, and getting no further, the 
parson called out, " Third Commandment ?" and 
I was passed over — " out of respect to the 
family," as I was reminded for a twelvemonth 
afterwards — ^and Jem pinched my leg to comfort 
me, and my mother sank down on the seat, and 
did not take her face out of her pocket-handker- 
chief till the workhouse boys were saying " the 
sacraments." 

My mother was our only teacher till Jem was 
nine and I was eight years old. We had a thin, soft- 
backed reading book, bound in black cloth, on the 
cover of which in gold letters was its name " Chick- 
seed without Chick-weed j " and in this book she 
wrote our names, and the date at the end of each 
lesson we conned fairly through. I had got into 
Part II., which was " in words of four Tetters," 
and had the chapter about the Ship in it, before 
Jem's name figured at the end of the chapter about 
the Dog in Part I. 

My mother was very glad that this chapter 
seemed to please Jem, and that he learned to read 
it quickly, for, good-natured as he was, Jem was 
too fond of fighting and laying about hmi : and 
though it was only "in words of three letters," 
this brief chapter contained a terrible story, and 
an excellent moral, which I remember well even 
now. 

It was called "The Dog." 

" Why do you cry ? T^e Dog has bit my leg. 
Why did he do so? I had my bat and I hit him 
as he lay on the mat, so he ran at me and bit my 
leg. Atiy you may not use the bat if you hit the 
Dog. It is a hot day, and the dog may go mad. 
One day a Dog bit a boy in the arm, and the boy 
had his arm cut off, for the Dog was mad. And 
did the boy die ? Yes, he did die in a day or two. 
It is not fit to hit a Dog if he lie on the mat and 
is not a bad Dog. Do not hit a Dog, or a cat, or 
a boy." 

Jem not only got through this lesson much 
better than usual, but he lingered at my mother's 
knees, to point with his own little stumpy fore- 
finger to each recurren.ce of the words "hit a 
Dog," and read them all by himself. 

^*Very good boy," said Mother, who was much 
pleased. " And now read this last sentence once 
more, and very nicely." 

" Do— not— hit—a— dog— or— a— cat— or— a 

— ^boy," read Jem in a high sing-song, and with a 
face of blank indifference, and then with a hasty 
dog's-ear he turned back to the previous page, and 
spelled out, "I had my bat and I hit him as he 
lay on the mat " so well, that niy mother caught 
him to her bosom and covered him with kisses. 
" He'll be as good a scholar as Jack yet I " she 
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exclaimed. "But don't forget, my darlingi that 
my Jem must never * hit a dog, or a cat, or a boy. * 
Now, love, you may put the book away. " 

Jem stuck out his lips and looked down, and 
hesitated. He seemed almost disposed to go on 
with his lessons. But he changed his mind, and 
shutting the book with a bang, he scampered off. 
As he passed the ottoman near the door, he saw 
Kitty, our old tortoise-shell puss, lying on it, and 
(moved perhaps by the occurrence of the word cat 
in the last sentence of the lesson) he gave her such 
a whack with the flat side of "Chick-seed" that 
she bounced up into the air like a sky-rocket, Jem 
crying out as he did so, "I had my bat, and I hit 
him as he lay on the mat." 

It was seldom enough that Jem got anything by 
heart, but he had certainly learned this ; for when 
an hour later I went to look for him in Uie garden, 
I found him panting with the exertion of having 
laid my nice, thick, fresh green crop of mustard 
and cress flat with the back of the coal-shovel, 
which he could barely lift, but with which he was 
still battering my salad-bed, chanting triumphantly 
at every stroke, " I had my bat, and I hit him as 
he lay on the mat." He was quite out of breath, 
and I had not much difficulty in pummelling him 
■as he deserved. 

Which shows how true it is, as my dear mother 
said, that **you never know what to do for the 
best in bringing up boys." 

Just about the time that we outgrew " Chick- 
seed," and that it was allowed on all hands that 
even for quiet country-folk with no learned notions 
it was high time we were sent to school, our 
parents were spared the trouble of looking out for 
a school for us by the fact that a school came to 
us instead, and nothing less than an " Academy " 
was opened within three-quarters of a mile of my 
father s gate. 

Walnut-tree Farm was an old house that stood 
some little way from the road in our favourite lane 
— a lane full of wild roses and speedwell, with a 
tiny footpath of disjointed flags like an old pack- 
horse track. Grass and milfoil grew thickly be- 
tween the stones, and the turf stretched half-way 
over the road from each side, for there was little 
traffic in the lane, beyond the yearly rumble of 
the harvesting waggons ; and few foot-passengers, 
except a labourer now and then, a pair or two of 
rustic lovers at sundown, a few knots of children 
in the blackberry season and the cows coming 
home to milking. 

Jem and I played there a good deal, but then 
we lived close by. 

We were very fond of the old place and there 
were two good reasons for the charm it had in our 
eyes. In the first place, the old man who lived 



alone in it (for it had ceased to be the dwelling- 
house of a real farm) was an eccentric old miser, 
the chief object of whose existence seemed to be 
to thwart any attempt to pry into the daily details 
of it. What manner ox stimulus this was to 
boyish curiosity needs no explanation, much as it 
needs excuse. 

In the second place, Walnut-tree Farm was so 
utterly different from the house which was our 
home, that everything about it was attractive from 
mere unaccustomedness. 

Our house had been rebuilt from the foundations 
by my father. It was square-built and very ugly, 
but it was in such excellent repair that one could 
never indulge a more lawless fancy towards anv 
chink or cranny about it than a desire to " point ' 
the same with a bit of mortar. 

Why it was that my ancestor, who built the old 

house, and who was not a bit better educated or 

■ farther-travelled than my father, had built a pretty 

one, whilst my father built an ugly one, is one of 

the many things I do not know, and wish I did. 

From the old sketches of it which my grand- 
father painted on the parlour handscreens, I think 
it must have been like a larger edition of the farm ; 
that is, with long mullioned windows, a broad and 
gracefully proportioned doorway with several 
shallow steps and quaintly-ornamented lintel ; bits 
of fine work and ornamentation about the wood- 
work here and there, put in as if they had been 
done, not for the look of the thing, but for the 
love of it, and whitewash over the house-front, 
and over the apple-trees in the orchard. 

That was what our ancestor's home was like ; 
and it was the sort of house that became Walnut- 
tree Academy, where Jem and I went to school. 



CHAPTER II. 

SahU :— " Ha, you ! A little more upon the dismal 
(farming their countenances) ; this fellow has a good mortal 
look, plac^ him near the corpse ; that wainscoat face must 
be o top of the stairs ; that fellow's almost in a fright (that 
looks as if he were full of some strange misery) at the end 
of the hall. So— but 1*11 fix you all myself. Let's have no 
laughing now on any provocation." 

The Funeralt Steele. 

AT one time I really hoped to make the 
acquaintance of the old miser of Walnut- 
tree Farm. It was when we saved the life of his 
cat. 

He was very fond of that cat, I think, and it 
was, to say the least of it, as eccentric-looking as 
its master. One eye was yellow and the other was 
blue, which gave it a strange, uncanny expression. 
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and its rust-coloured fur was not common either as 
to tint or markings. 

How dear old Jem did belabour the boy we 
found torturing it ! He was much older and 
bigger than we were, but we were two to one, 
which we reckoned fair enough, considering his 
size, and that the cat had to be saved somehow. 
The poor thing's forepaws were so much hurt that 
it could not walk, so we carried it to the farm, and 
I stood on the shallow doorsteps, and under the 
dial, on which was written — 



«< 



Tcmpora mutantur ! '* — 



and the old miser came out, and we told him about 
the cat, and he took it and said we were good 
boys, and I hoped he would have asked us to go 
in, but he did not, though we lingered a little ; he 
only put his hand into his pocket, and very slowly 
brought out sixpence. 

**No, thank you," said I, rather indignantly, 
" We don't want anything for saving the poor 
cat." 

"I am very fond of it," he said apologetically, 
and putting the sixpence carefully back ; but I 
believe he alluded to the cat. 

I felt more and more strongly that he ought to 
invite us into the parlour — ^if there was a parlour 
— and I took advantage of a backward movement 
on his part to move one shallow step nearer, and 
said, in an easy conversational tone, "Your cat 
has very curious eyes." 

He came out again, and his own eyes glared in 
the evening light as he touched me with one of 
his fingers in a way that made me shiver, and said, 
'* If I had been an old woman, and that cat had 
lived with me in the days when this house was 
built, I should have been hanged, or burned as a 
witch. Twelve men would have done it — twelve 
reasonable and respectable men I " He paused, 
looking over my head at the sky, and then added, 
*' But in all good conscience — mind, in all good 
conscience ! " 

And after another pause he touched me again 
(this time my teeth chattered), and whispered 
loudly in my ear, " Never serve on a jury ! " 
After which he banged the door in our faces, and 
Jem caught hold of my jacket and cried, "" Oh I 
he's quite mad, he'll murder us ! " and we took 
each other by the hand and ran home as fast as 
our feet would carry us. 

We never saw the old miser again, for he died 
some months afterwards, and, strange to relate, 
Jem and I were invited to the funeral. 

It was a funeral not to be forgotten. The old 
man had left the money for it, and a memorandum, 
with the minutest directions, in the hands of his 
lawyer. If he had wished to be more popular 



after his death than he had been in his lifetime, 
he could not have hit upon any better plan to con- 
ciliate in a lump the approbation of his neighbours 
than that of providing for what undertakers call 
"a first-class funeral." The good custom of 
honouring the departed, and committing their 
bodies to the earth with care and respect, was 
carried, in our old-^hioned neighbourhood, to a 
point at which what b^an in reverence ended is 
what was barely decent, and what was meant to 
be most melancholy became absolutely comical. 
But a sense of the congruous and the incongruous 
was not cultivated amongst us, whereas solid value 
(in size, quantity and expense) was perhaps over- 
estimated. So our furniture, our festivities, and 
our funerals bore witness. 

No one had ever seen the old miser's furniture, 
and he gave no festivities ; but he made up for it 
in his funeral. 

Children, like other uneducated classes, enjoy 
domestic details, and going over the ins and outs 
of other people's affairs behind their backs ; espe- 
cially when the interest is heightened by a touch of 
gloom, or perfected by the addition of some per- 
sonal importance in the matter. Jem and I were 
always fond of funerals, but this funeral, and the 
fiiss that it made in the parish, we were never 
likely to forget. 

Even our own household was so demoralised by 
the grim gossip of the occasion that Jem and I 
were accused of being unable to amuse ourselves, 
and of listening to our elders. It was perhaps 
fortunate for us that a favourite puppy died the 
day before the funeral, and gave us the oppor- 
tunity of burying him. 

" As if our whole vocation 
Were endless imitadon '* 

Jem and I had already laid our gardens waste, and 
built a rude wall of broken bricks round them to 
make a churchyard ; and I can clearly remember 
that we had so far profited by what we had over- 
heard among our elders, that I had caught up 
some phrases which I was rather proud of display- 
ing, and that I quite overawed Jem by the air 
with which I spoke of *' the melancholy occasion " 
— the " wishes of deceased " — and the " feelings 
of survivors " when we buried the puppy. 

It was understood that I could not attend the 
puppy's funeral in my proper person, because I 
wished to be the undertaker; but the happy 
thought struck me of putting my wheelbarrow 
alongside of the brick wall with a note inside it 
to the effect that I had " sent my carnage as a 
mark of respect." 

In one point we could not emulate the real 
funeral ; tlut was carried out '' regardless of ex- 
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pense. " The old miser had left a long list of the 
names of the people who were to be invited to it 
and to its attendant feast, in which was not only 
my father's name, but Jem*s and mine. Three 
yards was the correct length of the black silk 
scarves which it was the custom in the neighbour- 
hood to send to dead people's friends ; but the old 
miser's funeral-scarves were a whole yard longer, 
and of such stiffly ribbed silk that Mr. Soot, the 
mourning draper, assured my mother that "it 
would stand of itself." The black gloves cost six 
shillings a pair, and the sponge-cakes, which used 
to be sent with the gloves and scarves, were on 
this occasion ornamented with weeping willows in 
white sugar. 

Jem and I enjoyed the cake, but the pride we 
felt in our scarves and gloves was simply boundless. 
What pleased us particularly was that our funeral 
finery was not enclosed with my father's. Mr. 
Soot's man delivered three separate envelopes at 
the door, and they looked like letters from some 
bereaved giant. The envelopes were twenty inches 
by fourteen, and made of cartridge-paper; the 
black border was two inches deep, and the black 
seals must have consumed a stick of sealing-wax 
among them. They contained the gloves and the 
scarves, which were lightly gather«i together in 
the middle with knots of black gauze ribbon. 

How exquisitely absurd Jem and I must have 
looked with four yards of stiff black silk attached 
to our little hats I can imagine, if I cannot clearly 
remember. My dear mother dressed us and saw 
us off (for, with some curious relic of pre-civilised 
notions, women were not allowed to appear at 
funerals), and I do not think she perceived any- 
thing odd in our appearance. She was very gentle, 
and approved of everything that was considered 
right by the people she was used to, and she had 
only two anxieties about our scarves : first, that 
they should show the full four yards of respect to 
the memory of the deceased ; and secondly, that 
we should keep them out of the dust, so that they 
might " come in useful afterwards." 

She fretted a little because she had not thought 
of changing our gloves for smaller sizes (they were 
eight and a quarter) ; but my father " pish "ed and 
" pshaw "ed, and said it was better than if they 
had been too small, and that we should be sure to 
be late if my mother went on fidgeting. So we 
pulled them on — with ease — and picked up the 
tails of our hatbands — with difficulty — and. fol- 
lowed my father, our hearts beating with pride, 
and my mother and the maids watching us from 
the door. We arrived quite half an hour earlier 
than we need have done, but the Lane was already 
crowded with complimentary carriages, and curious 
bystanders, before whom we held our heads and 



hatbands up ; and the scent of the wild roses was 
lost for that day in an all-pervading atmosphere of 
black dye. We were very tired, I remember, by 
the time that our turn came to be put into a car- 
riage by Mr. Soot, who murmured — "Pocket 
handkerchiefs, gentlemen " — and, following the 
example of a very pale-faced stranger who was 
with us, we drew out the clean handkerchiefs with 
which our mother had supplied us, and covered 
our faces with them. 

At least Jem says he shut his eyes tight, and 
kept his face covered the whole way, but he always 
was so conscientious ! I held my handkerchief as 
well as I could with my gloves ; but I contrived 
to peep from behind it, and to see the crowd that 
lined the road to watch us as we wound slowly 
on. 

If these outsiders, who only saw the procession 
and the funeral, were moved almost to enthusiasm 
by the miser's post-mortem liberality, it may be 
believed that the guests who were bidden to the 
feast did not fail to obey the ancient precept, and 
speak well of the dead. The tables (they were 
rickety) literally groaned under the weight of 
eatables and drinkables, and the dinner was so 
prolonged thjft Jem and I got terribly tired, in 
spite of the fun of watching the faces of the men 
we did not know, to see which got the reddest. 

My father wanted us to go home before the 
reading of the will, which took place in the front 
parlour; but the lawyer said, **I think the young 
gentlemen should remain," for which we were very 
much obliged to him ; though the pale-faced man 
said quite crossly — **Is there any special reason 
for crowding the room with children, who are not 
even relatives of the deceased ? " ^which made us 
feel so much ashamed that I think we should have 
slipped out by ourselves; but the lawyer, who 
made no answer, pushed us gently before him to 
the top of the room, which was soon far too full 
to get out of by the door. 

Itvwas very damp and musty. In several places 
the paper hung in great strips from the walls, and 
the oddest part of all was that every article of 
furniture in the room, and even the hearthrug, was 
covered with sheets of newspaper pinned over to 
preserve it. I sat in the comer of a sofa, where I 
could read the trial of a man who murdered some- 
body twenty-five years before, but I never got to 
the end of it, for it went on behind a very fat man 
who sat next to me, and he leaned back all the 
time and hid it. Jem sat on a little footstool, and 
fell asleep with his head on my knee, and did not 
wake till I nudged him, when our names were 
read out in the will. Even then he only half 
awoke, and the fat man drove his elbow into me 
and hurt me dreadfully for whispering in Jem's ear 
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that the old' miser had left us ten pounds apiece, 
for having saved the life of his cat. 

I do not think any of the strangers (they were 
distant connections of the old man ; he had no 
near relations) had liked our being there ; and the 
lawyer, who was very kind, had had to tell them 
several times over that we really had been invited 
to the funeral. After our legacies were known 
about they were so cross that we managed to 
scramble through the window, and wandered round 
the garden. As we sat under the trees we could 
hear high words within, and by-arid-by all the men 
came out and talked in angiy groups about the 
wilL For when all was said and done, it appeared 
that the old miser had not left a penny to any one 
of the funeral party but Jem and me, and that he 
had left Walnut-tree Farm to a certain Mrs. Wood, 
of whom nobody knew anything. 

** The wording is so peculiar," the fat man said 
to the pale-faced man and a third who had come 
out with them, " * left to her as a sign of sympathy, 
if not an act of reparation.' He must have known 
whether he owed her any reparation or not, if he 
were in his senses." 

** Exactly. If he were in his senses," said the 
third man. 

"Where's the money? — that's what I say,** said 
the pale-faced man. 

** Exactly, sir. That's what /say, too," said 
the fat man. 

" There are only two fields, besides the house,'* 
said the third. ** He must have had money, and 
the lawyer knows of no investments of any kind, 
he says. " 

" Perhaps he has left it to his cat," he added, 
looking very nastily at Jem and me. 

** It s oddly put, too," murmured the pale-faced 
relation. "The two fields, the house and furni- 
ture, and everything of every sort therein con- 
tained." And the lawyer coming up at that 
moment, he went slowly back into the house, 
looking about him as he went, as if he had lost 
something. 

As the lawyer approached, the fat man got very 
red in the face. 

" He was as mad as a hatter, sir, " he said, ** and 
we shall dispute the will." 

**I think you will be wrong," said the lawyer, 
blandly. " He was eccentric, my dear sir, very 
eccentric ; but eccentricity is not insanity, and you 
will find that the will will stand." 

Jem and I were sitting on an old garden-seat, 
but the men had talked without paying any atten- 
tion to us. At this moment Jem, who had left me 
a minute or two before, came running back and 
said : " Jack ! Do come and look in at the parlour 
window. That man with the white face is peeping 



everywhere, and under all the newspapers, and 
he's made himself so dusty ! It's such fun ! " 

Too happy at the prospect of anything in the 
shape of fun, I followed Jem on tiptoe, and when 
we stood by the open window with our hands over 
our mouths to keep us from laughing, the pale- 
faced man was just struggling with the inside lids 
of an old japanned tea-caddy. 

He did not see us, he was too busy, and he did 
not hear us, for he was talking to himself, and we 
heard him say, * * Everything of every sort therein 
contained." 

I suppose the lawyer was right, and that the fat 
man was convinced of it, for neither he nor any 
one else disputed the old miser's wilL Jem and I 
each opened an account in the Savings Bank, and 
Mrs. Wood came into possession of the place. 

Public opinion went up and down a good deal 
about the old miser still. When it leaked out that 
he had worded the invitation to his funeral to the 
effect that being quite unable to tolerate the follies 
of his fellow-creatures, and the antics and abstirdi- 
ties which were necessary to entertain them, he 
had much pleasure in welcoming his neighbours to 
a feast, at which he could not reasonably be ex- 
pected to preside — everybody who heard it agreed 
that he must have been mad. 

But it was a long sentence to remember, and not 
a very easy one to understand, and those who saw 
the plumes and the procession, and those who had 
a talk with the undertaker, ^d those who got a 
yard more than usual of sutV very good black silk, 
and those who were able to remember what they 
had had for dinner, were all charitably inclined to 
believe that the old man's heart had not been far 
from being in the right place, at whatever angle 
his head had been set on. 

And then by degrees curiosity moved to Mrs. 
Wood. Who was she? What was she like? 
What was she to the miser? Would she live at 
the farm ? 

To some of these questions the carrier, who was 
the first to see her, replied. She was "a quiet, 
genteel-looking sort of a grey-haired widow lady, 
who looked as if she'd seen a deal of trouble, and 
was badly off." 

The neighbourhood was not unkindly, and many 
folk were ready to be civil to the widow if she 
came to live there. 

"But she never will," everybody said. ** She 
must let it. Perhaps the new doctor might think 
of it at a low rent, he'd be glad of the field for his 
horse. What could she do with an old place like 
that, and not a penny to keep it up with ? " 

What she did do was to have a school there, 
and that was how Walnut-tree Farm became 
Walnut-tree Academy. 
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CHAPTER III. 

" What are little boys made of, made of? 
What are little boys made of? " 

Nursery Rhyme, 

WHEN the school was opened, Jem and I 
were sent there at once. Everybody said 
it was "time we were sent somewhere," and that 
" we were getting too wild for home." 

I got so tired of hearing this at last, that one 
day I was goaded to reply that "home was getting 
too tame for me.** And Jem, who always backed 
me up, said, ** And me too." For which piece of 
swagger we forfeited our suppers ; but when we 
went to bed we found pieces of cake under our 
pillows, for my mother could not bear us to be 
short of food, however badly we behaved. 

I do not know whether the trousers had any- 
thing to do with it, but about the time that Jem 
and I were put into trousers we lived in a chronic 
state of behaving badly. What makes me feel par- 
ticularly ashamed in thinking of it is, that I know 
it was not that we came under the pressure of 
any overwhelming temptations to misbehave and 
yielded through weakness, but that, according to 
an expressive nursery formula, we were ** seeing 
how naughty we could be." I think we were 
genuinely anxious to see this undesirable climax ; 
in some measure as a matter of experiment, to 
which all boys are prone, and in which dangerous 
experiments, and experiments likely to be followed 
by explosion, are naturally preferred. Partly, too, 
from an irresistible impulse to ** raise a row," and 
take one's luck of the results. This craving to 
disturb the calm current of events, and the good 
conduct and composure of one's neighbours as a 
matter of diversion, must be incomprehensible by 
phlegmatic people, who never feel it, whilst some 
Irishmen, I fancy, never quite conquer it, perhaps 
because they never quite cease to be boys. In 
any degree I do not for an instant excuse it, and 
in excess it must be simply intolerable by better- 
regulated minds. 

But really, boys who are pickles should be put 
into jars with sound stoppers, like other pickles, 
and I wonder that mothers and cooks do not get 
pots like those that held the forty thieves, and 
do it. 

I fancy it was because we happened to be in 
this rough, defiant, mischievous mood, just about 
the time that Mrs. Wood opened her school, that 
we did not particularly like our schoolmistress. 
If I had been fifteen years older, I should soon 
have got beyond the first impression created by 



her severe dress, close widow's cap and straight 
grey hair, and have discovered that the outline of 
her face was absolutely beautiful, and I might 
possibly have detected, what most people failed to 
detect, that an odd unpleasing effect, caused by 
the contrast between her general style, and an 
occasional lightness and rapidity and grace of 
movement in her slender figure, came from the 
fact that she was much younger than she looked 
and affected to be. The impression I did receive 
of her appearance I communicated to my mother 
in far from respectful pantomime. 

"Well, love, and what do you think of Mrs. 
Wood?" said she. 

" I think," chanted I, in that high brassy pitch 
of voice which Jem and I had adopted for this 
bravado period of our existence — "I think she's 
like our old white hen that turned up its eyes and 
died of the pip. Lack-a-daisy-dee I Lack-a-daisy- 
dee ! " 

And I twisted my body about, and strolled up 
and down the room with a supposed travestie of 
Mrs. Wood's movements. 

"So she is," said faithful Jem. "Lack-a- 
daisy-dee I Lack-a-daisy-dee ! " and he wri^led 
about after me, and knocked over the Berlin wool- 
basket. 

" Oh dear, oh dear ! " said our poor mother. 

Jem righted the basket, and I took a run and a 
flying leap over it, and having cleared it success- 
fully, took another, and yet another, each one 
soothing my feelings to the extent by which it 
shocked my mother's. At the third bound, Jem, 
not to be behindhand, uttered a piercing yell firom 
behind the sofa. 

" Good gracious, what's the matter?" cried my 
mother. 

" It's the war-whoop of the Objibeway Indians," 
I promptly explained, and having emitted another, 
to which I flattered myself Jem's had been as 
nothing for hideousness, we departed in file to 
raise a row in the kitchen. 

Summer passed into autumn. Jem and I really 
liked going to school, but it was against our prin- 
ciples at that time to allow that we liked anything 
that we ought to like. 

Some sincere but mistaken efforts to improve 
our principles were made, I remember, by a middle- 
aged single lady, who had known my mother in 
her girlhood, and who was visiting her at this 
unlucky stage of our career. Having failed to 
cope with us directly, she adopted the plan of 
talking improvingly to our mother and at us, and 
very severe some of her remarks were, and I don't 
believe that Mother liked them any better than we 
did. 

The severest she ever made were I think 
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heightened in iheir seTenty by the idea that we 
were paying unusual attention, as we sat on the 
floor a little tiehind her one day. We were paying 
a great deal of attention, bat it was not so much 
to Miss Martin as to a stock of woodlice which I 
had collected, and which I was arranging on the 
carpet that Jem might see how they roll them- 



selves into smooth tight balls when you tease 
them. But at last she talked so that we could not 
help attending, I dared not say anything to her, 
but her own tactics were available. I put the 
woodlice back in my pocket, and stretching my 
arms yawningly above my head, I said to Jem, 
"How dull it is I I wish I were a bandit." 
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Jem generally outdid me if possible, from sheer 
willingness and loyalty of spirit 

*'/ should like to be a burglar," said he. 

And then we both left the room very quietly and 

Eolitely. But when we got outside I said, *' I 
ate that woman." 
**So do I," said Jem; "she regularly hectors 
over mother — I hate her worst for that." 
** So do I. Jem, doesn't she take pills ? " 
** I don't know— why? " 
**I believe she does; I*m certain I saw a box 
on her dressing-table. Jem, run like a good chap 
and see, and if there is one, empty out the pills 
and bring me the pill-box." 

Jem obeyed, and I sat down on the stairs and 
began to get the woodlice out again. There were 
twelve nice little black balls in my hand when 
Jem came back with the pill-box. 

"Hooray!" I cried; "but knock out all the 
powder, it might smother them. Now, give it to 
me. 

Jem danced with delight when I put the wood- 
lice in and put on the lid. 

"I hope she'll shake the box before she opens 
it," I said as we replaced it on the dressing-table. 
" I hope she will, or they won't be tight. Oh, 
Jack ! Jack ! How many do you suppose she takes 
at a time ? " 

We never knew, and what is more, we never 
knew what became of the woodlice, for, for some 
reason, she kept our counsel as well as her own 
about the pill-box. 

One thing that helped to reconcile us to spending 
a good share of our summer days in Walnut-tree 
Academy was that the schoolmistress made us very 
comfortable. Boys at our age are not very sen- 
sitive about matters of taste and colour and so 
forth, but even we discovered that Mrs. Wooti 
had that knack of adapting rooms to their inhabit- 
ants, and making them pleasant to the eye, which 
seems to be a trick at the end of some people's 
fingers, and quite unleamable by others. When 
she had made the old miser's rooms to her mind, 
we might have understood, if we had speculated 
about it, how it was that she had not profited by 
my mother's sound advice to send all his "rubbishy 
odds and ends " (the irregularity and ricketiness 
and dustiness of which made my mother shudder) 
to be "sold at the nearest auction-rooms, and buy 
some good solid furniture of the cabinet-maker 
who furnished for everybody in the neighbourhood, 
which would be the cheapest in the long-run, be- 
sides making the rooms look like other people's at 
last." That she evaded similar recommendations 
of paperhangers and upholsterers, and of wall- 
papers and carpets, and curtains with patterns that 
would "stand," and wear best, and show dirt 



least, was a trifle (n the eyes of all good house- 
keepers, when our farming-man's daughter brought 
the amazing news with her to Sunday tea, that 
" the missus" had had in old Sally, and had torn 
the paper off the parlour, and had made Sally 
" limewash the walls, for all the world as if it was 
a cellar." Moreover, she had "gone over" the 
lower part herself, and was now painting on the 
top of that. There was nothing for it, after this 
news, but to sigh and conclude that there was 
something about the old place which made every- 
body a little queer who came to live in it. 

But when Jem and I saw the parlour (which 
was now the school-room), we decided that it 
"looked very nice," and was "uncommonly com- 
fortable." The change was certainly amazing, 
and made the funeral day seem longer ago than it 
really was. The walls were not literally lime- 
washed ; but (which is the same thing, except for 
a little glue !) they were distempered, a soft pale 
pea-green. About a yard deep above the wainscot 
this was covered with a dark sombre green tint, 
and along the upper edge of this, as a border all 
round the room, the schoolmistress had painted a 
trailing wreath of white periwinkle. The border 
was painted with the same materials as the walls, 
and with very rapid touches. The white flowers 
were skilfully relieved by the dark ground, and 
the varied tints of the leaves, from the deep ever- 
green of the old ones to the pale yellow of the 
young shoots, had demanded no new colours, and 
were wonderfully life-like and pretty. There was 
another border, right round the top of the room ; 
but that was painted on paper and fastened on. It 
was a Bible text — **Keep Innocency, and take 
heed to the thing that is right, for that shall bring 
a man Peace at the last" Aiid Mrs. Wood had 
done the text also. 

There were no curtains to the broad, mullioned 
window, which was kept wide open at every lat- 
tice ; and one long shoot of ivy that had pushed in 
farther than the rest had been seized, and pinned 
to the wall inside, where its growth was a subject 
of study and calculation, during the many moments 
when we were " trying to see ' how little we could 
learn of our lessons. The black board stood on a 
polished easel ; but the low seats and desks were 
of plain pine like the floor, and they were scrupu- 
lously scrubbed. The cool tint of the walls was 
somewhat cheered by coloured maps and prints, 
and the schoolmistress's chair (an old carved oak 
one that had been much revived by bees-wax 
and turpentine since the miser's da3rs) stood on 
the left-hand side of the window — under "Keep 
Innocency," and looking towards "Peace at the 
last" I know, for when we were all writing or 
something of that sort, so that she could sit still. 
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she used to sit with her hands folded and look up 
at it, which was what made Jem and me think of 
the old white hen that turned up its eyes ; and 
made Horace Simpson say that he believed she 
had done one of the letters wrong, and could not 
help lookii^ at it to see if it showed. And by the 
schoolmistress's chair was the lame boy's sofa. It 
was the very old sofa covered with newspapers on 
which I had read about the murder, when the 
lawyer was reading the will. But she had taken 
off the paper, and covered it with turkey red, and 
red cushions, and a quilt of brown holland and 
red bordering, to hide his crumpled l^s, so that 
he looked quite comfortable. 

I remember so well the first day that he came. 
His father was a parson on the moors, and this 
boy had always wanted to go to school in spite of 
his infirmity, and at last his father brought him in 
a light cart down from the moors, to look at it ; 
and when he got him out of the cart, he carried 
him in. He was a big man, I remember, with 
grey hair and bent shoulders, and a very old coat, 
for it split a little at one of the seams as he was 
carrying him in, and we laughed. 

When they got into the room, he put the boy 
down, keeping his arm round him, and wiped his 
face and said — "How deliciously cool! ' — ^and 
the boy stared all round with his great eyes, and 
then he lifted them to his father's face and said — 
* * I'll come here. I do like it. But not to-day, 
my back is so bad." 

And what makes me know that Horace was 
wrong, and that Mrs. Wood had made no mistake 
about the letters of the text, is that ** Cripple 
Charlie " — as we called him — could see it so well 
with lying down. And he told me one day that 
when his back was very bad, and he got the fidgets 
and could not keep still, he used to fix his eyes on 
"Peace," which had gold round the letters, and 
shone, and that if he could keep steadily to it, for 
a good bit, he always fell asleep at the last. But 
he was very fanciful, poor chap ! 
- I do not think it was because Jem and I had 
any real wish to become burglars that we made a 
raid on the walnuts that autumn. I do not even 
think that we cared very much about the walnuts 
themselves. 

But when it is understood that the raid was to 
be a raid by night, or rather in those very early 
hours of the morning which real burglars are said 
almost to prefer ; that it was necessary to provide 
ourselves with thick sticks ; that we should have 
to force the hedge and climb the trees ; that the 
said trees grew directly under the owner's bedroom 
window, which made the chances of detection 
hazardously great ; and that walnut juice (as I 
have mentioned before) is of a peculiarly unac- 



commodating nature, since it will neither disguise 
you at the time nor wash off afterwards — ^it will be 
obvious that the dangers and delights of the ad- 
venture were sufficient to blunt, for the moment, 
our sense of the fact that we were deliberately 
going a-thieving. 

" Shall we wear black masks?" said Jem. 

On the whole I said ** No," for 1 did not know 
where we should get them, nor, if we did, how we 
should keep them on. 

" If she has a blimderbuss, and fires," said I, 
"you must duck your head, remember; but if 
she springs the rattle we must cut and run." 

" Will her blunderbuss be loaded, do you think?" 
asked Jem. " Mother says the one in their room 
isn't ; she told me so on Saturday. But she says 
we're never to touch it, all the same, for you never 
can be sure about things of that sort going off. 
Do you think Mrs. Wood's will be loaded ? " 

" It may be," said I, "and of course she might 
load it if she thought she heard robbers. " 

" I heard father say that if you shoot a burglar 
outside it's murder," said Jem, who seemed rather 
troubled by the thought of the blunderbuss ; "but 
if you shoot him inside it's self-defence." 

"Well, you may spring a rattle outside, any- 
way," said I ; " and if hers makes as much noise 
as ours, it'll be heard all the way here. So mind, 
if she begins, you must jump down and cut home 
like mad." 

Armed with these instructions and our thick 
sticks, Jem and I crept out of the house before the 
sun was up or a bird awake. The air seemed cold 
after our warm beds, and the dew was so drenching 
in the hedge bottoms, and on the wayside weeds 
of our favourite lane, that we were soaked to the 
knees before we began to force the hedge. I did 
not think that grass and wild flowers could have 
held so much wet. By the time that we had 
crossed the orchard, and I was preparing to grip 
the grandly scored trunk of the nearest walnut- 
tree with my chilly legs, the heavy peeling, the 
hard cracking, and the tedious picking of a green 
walnut was as little pleasurable a notion as I had 
in my brain. 

All the same, I said (as firmly as my chattering 
teeth would allow) that I was very glad we had 
come when we did, for that there certainly were 
fewer walnuts on the tree than there had been the 
day before. 

"She's been at them, "said I, almost indignantly. 

"Pickling," responded Jem with gloomy con- 
ciseness ; and spurred by this discovery to fresh 
enthusiasm for our exploit, we promptly planned 
operations. 

"I'll go up the tree," said I, "and beat, and 
you can pick them as they fall. " 
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Jem was, I fear, only too well accustomed to 
my arrogating the first place in our joint under- 
takings, and after giving me **a leg up" to an 
available bit of foothold, and handing up my 
stick, he waited patiently below to gather what I 
beat down. 

The walnuts were few and far between, to say 
nothing of leaves between, which in walnut-trees 
are large. The morning twilight was dim, my 
hands were cold and feebler than my resolution. I 
had battered down a lot of leaves and twigs, and 
two or three walnuts ; the sun had got up at last, 
but rather slowly, as if he found the morning 
chillier than he expected, and a few rays were 
darting here and there across the lane, when Jem 
gave a warning ** Hush ! " and I left off rustling in 
time to hear Mrs. Wood's bedroom lattice opened, 
and to catch sight of something pushed out into 
the morning mists. 

" Who's there ?" said the schoolmistress. 

Neither Jem nor I took upon us to inform her, 
and we were both seized with anxiety to know 
what was at the window. He was too low down 
and I too much buried in foliage to see clearly. 
Was it the rattle ? I took a hasty step downwards 
at the thought. Or was it the blunderbuss ? In 
my sudden move I slipped on the dew-damped 
branch, and cracked a rotten one with my elbow, 
which made an appalling crash in the early still- 
ness, and sent a walnut — pop ! on to Jem s hat, 
who had already ducked to avoid the fire of the 
blunderbuss, and now fell on his face under the 
fullest conviction that he had been shot. 

** Who's there?" said the schoolmistress, and 
(my tumble having brought me into a more ex- 
posed position) she added, ** Is that you, Jack 
and Jem?" 

" It's me," said I, ungrammatically but stoutly, 
hoping that Jem at any rate would slip off. 

But he had recovered himself and his loyalty, 
and unhesitatingly announced, **No, it's me," and 
was picking the bits of grass off his cheeks and 
knees when I got down beside him. 

" I'm sorry you came to take my walnuts like 
this,'* said the voice from above. She had a par- 
ticularly clear one, and we could hear it quite well. 
" I got a basketful on purpose for you yesterday 
afternoon. If I let it down by a string, do you 
think you can take it ? " 

Happily she did not wait for a reply, as we 
could not have got a word out between us ; but 
by-and-by the basketful of walnuts was pushed 
through the lattice and began to descend. It came 
slowly and unsteadily, and we had abundant lei- 
sure to watch it, and also, as we looked up, to 
discover what it was that had so puzzled me in 
Mrs. Wood's appearance — ^that when I first dis- 



covered that it was a head and not a blunderbuss 
at the window I had not recognised it for hers. 

She was without her widow's cap, which re- 
vealed the fact that her hair, though the two 
narrow, smooth bands of it which appeared every 
day beyond her cap were unmistakably grey, was 
different in some essential respects from (say) Mrs. 
Jones's, our grey-haired washer-woman. The 
more you saw of Mrs. Jones's head, the less hair 
you perceived her to have, and the whiter that 
little appeared. Indeed, the knob into which it 
was twisted at the back was much of the colour as 
well as of the size of a tangled reel of dirty white 
cotton. But Mrs. Wood s hair was far more 
abundant than our mother's, and it was darker 
underneath than on the top — a fact which was 
more obvious when the knot into which it was 
gathered in her neck was no longer hidden. Deep 
brown streaks were mingled with the grey in the 
twists of this, and I could see them quite well, for 
the outline of her head was dark against the white- 
washed muUion of the window, and framed by ivy- 
leaves. As she leaned out to lower the basket we 
could see her better and better, and, as it touched 
the ground, the jerk pulled her forward, and the 
knot of her hair uncoiled and rolled heavily over 
the window-sill. 

By this time the rays of the sun were level with 
the windows, and shone fall upon Mrs. Wood's 
face. I was very much absorbed in looking at 
her, but I could not forget our peculiar position, 
and I had an important question to put, which I 
did without more ado. 

" Please, madam, shall you tell Father ?" 

** We only want to know," added Jem. 

She hesitated a minute, and then smiled. ' ' No % 
I don't think you'll do it again ; " after which she 
disappeared. 

** She's certainly no sneak," said I, with an 
effort to be magnanimous, for I would much rather 
she had sprung the rattle or fired the blunderbuss. 

** And I say," said Jem, *' isn't she pretty with- 
out her cap ? " 

We looked ruefially at the walnuts. We had 
lost all appetite for them, and they seemed dis- 
gustingly damp, with their green coats reeking 
with black bruises. But we could not have left 
the basket behind, so we put our sticks through 
the handles, and carried it like the Sunday picture 
of the spies carrying the grapes of Eshcol. 

And Jem and I have often since agreed that we 
never in all our lives felt so mean as on that 
occasion, and we sincerely hope that we never 
may. 

Indeed, it is only in some books and some ser- 
mons that people are divided into ** the wicked " 
and "the good," and that "the wicked" have no- 



14 



WE AND THE WORLD. 



consciences at alL Jem and I had wilfully gone 
thieving, but we were far from being utterly har- 
dened, and the schoolmistress's generosity weighed 
heavily upon ours. Repentance and the desire to 
make atonement seem to go pretty naturally to- 
gether, and in my case they led to the following 
dialc^e with Jem, on the subject of two exquisite 
little bantam hens and a cock, which were our 
joint property, and which were known in the farm- 
yard as ''the Major and his ¥rives." 

These titles (which vexed my dear mother from 
the first) had suggested themselves to us on this 
wise. There was a certain little gentleman who 
came to our church, a brewer by profession, and a 
major in the militia by choice, who was so small 
and strutted so much that to the insolent observa- 
tion of boyhood he was ** exactly like" our new 
bantam cock. Young people are very apt to over- 
hear what is not intended for their knowledge, and 
somehow or other we learned that he was ** court- 
ing " (as his third wife) a lady of our parish. His 
former wives are buried in our churchyard. Over 
the first he had raised an obelisk of marble, so 
costly and affectionate that it had won the hearts 
of his neighbours in general, and of his second 
wife in particular. When she died the gossips 
wondered whether the Major would add her name 
to that of her predecessor, or "go to the expense " 
of a new monument. He erected a second obelisk, 
and it was taller than the first (height had a curious 
fascination for him), and the inscription was more 
touching than the other. This time the material 
was Aberdeen granite, and as that is most difficult 
to cut, hard to polish, and heavy to transport, the 
expense was enormous. These two monstrosities 
of mortuary pomp were the pride of the parish, 
and they were familiarly known to us children 
(and to many other people) as **the Major's 
wives. " 

When we called the cock "the Major," we 
naturally called the hens ** the Major's wives." 

" My dears, I don't like that name at all," said 
my mother. **I never like jokes about people 
who are dead. And for that matter, it really 
sounds as if they were both alive, which is worse. 

It was during our naughty period, and I strutted 
on my heels till I must have looked very like the 
little brewer himself, and said, "And why shouldn't 
they both be alive ? Fancy the Major with two 
wives, one on each arm, and both as tall as the 
monuments I What fun ! " 

As I said the words " one on each arm," I put 
up first one and then the other of my own, and 
having got a satisfactory impetus during the rest 
of my sentence, I crossed the parlour as a cathe- 
rine-wheel under my mother's nose. It was a new 
accomplishment, of which I was very proud, and 



poor Jem somewhat envious. He was clumsy and 
could not manage it. 

"Oh ! " ejaculated my mother, "Jack, I must 
speak to your father about those dangerous tricks 
of yours. And it quite shocks me to hear you 
talk in that light way about wicked things." 

Jem was to my rescue in a moment, driving his 
hands into the pockets of his blouse, and turning 
them up to see now soon he might hope that his 
fingers would burst through the lining. 

"Jacob had two wives," he said; and he 
chanted on, quoting imperfectly from Dr. Watts's 
"Scripture Catedusm. * "And Jacob was a 
good man, therefore his brother hated him." 

* * No, no, Jem, " said I, " that was Abel. Jacob 
was Isaac's younger son, and " 

" Hush ! Hush ! Hush ! " said my mother. 
" You're not to do Sunday lessons on weekdays. 
What terrible boys you are I " And, avoiding to 
fight about Jacob's wives with Jem, who was 
pertinacious and said very odd things, my mother 
did what women often do and are often wise in 
doing — she laid down her weapons and b^;an to 
beseech. 

"My darlings, call your nice little hens some 
other names. Poor old mother doesn't like those. " 

I was melted in an instant, and b^an to cast 
about in my head for new titles. But Jem was 
softly obstinate, and he had inherited some of 
my mother's wheedling ways. He took his hands 
from his pockets, flung his arms recklessly round 
her clean collar, and began stroking (or pooring, 
as we called it) her head with his grubby paws. 
And as he poored he coaxed — "Dear nice old 
mammy 1 It's only us. What can it matter ? Do 
let us call our bantams what we like." 

And my mother gave in before I had time to. 

The dialogue I held with Jem about the bantams 
after the walnut raid was as follows : — 

"Jem, you're awfullv fond of the 'Major and 
his wives, I suppose?' 

" Ye-es," said Jem, " lam. But I don't mind. 
Jack, if you want them for your very own. I'll 
give up my share," — and he sighed. 

" I never saw such a good chap as you are, Jem. 
But it's not that. I thought we might give them 
to Mrs. Wood. It was so beastly about those 
disgusting walnuts." 

"I can't touch walnut pickle now," said Jem, 
feelingly. 

" It'd be a very handsome present," said I. 

"They took a prize at tlie Agricultural," said 
Jem. 

" I know she likes ^gs. She beats 'em into a 
froth and feeds Charlie with 'em," said I. 

" I think I could eat walnut pickle again if I 
knew she had the bantams," sighed Jem, who was 
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really devoted to the little cock-major and the 
auburn-feathered hens. 

" We'll take 'em this afternoon," I said. 

We did so — in a basket, Eshcol-grape-wise, like 
the walnuts. When we told mother, she made no 
objection. She would have given her own head 
off her shoulders if, by ill-luck, any passer-by had 
thought of asking for it. Besides, it solved the 
difficulty of the objectionable names. 

Mrs. Wood was very loth to take our bantams, 
but of course Jem and I were not going to recall 
a gift, so she took them at last, and I think she 
was very much pleased with them. 

She had got her cap on again, tied under her 
chin, and nothing to be seen of her hair but the 
very grey piece in front. It made her look so 
different that I could not keep my eyes off her 
whilst she was talking, though I knew quite well 
how rude it is to stare. And my head got so full 
of it that I said at last, in spite of myself, " Please, 
madam, why is it that part of your hair is grey 
and part of it dark ? " 

Her face got rather red, she did not answer for 
a minute ; and Jem, to my great relief, changed the 
subject, by sa3ring, " We were very much obliged 
to you for not telling Father about the wal- 
nuts." 

Mrs. Wood leaned back against the high carving 
of her old chair and smiled, and said very slowly, 
"Would he have been very angry ? " 

** He'd have flogged us, I expect," said I. 

** And I expect," continued Jem, "that he'd 
have said to us what he said to Bob Fumiss when 
he took the filberts : ' If you begin by stealing 
nuts, you'll end by being transported.' Do you 
think Jack and I shall end by being transported ? " 
added Jem, who had a merciless talent for applying 
general principles to individual cases. 

Mrs. Wood made no reply, neither did she 
move, but her eyelids fell, and then her eyes 
looked far worse than if they had been shut, for 
there was a little bit open, with nothing but white 
to be seen. She was still rather red, and she did 
not visibly breathe. I have no idea for how many 
seconds I had gazed stupidly at her, when Jem 
gasped, " Is she dead ? " 

Then I became terror-struck, and crying, "Let's 
find Mary Anne ! " fled into the kitchen, closely 
followed by Jem. 

" She's took with them fits occasional," said 
Mary Anne, and depositing a dripping tin she ran 
to the parlour. We followed in time to see her 
stooping over the chair and speaking very loudly 
in the schoolmistress's ear — 

" I'll lay ye down, ma'am, shall I ? " 

But still the widow was silent, on which Mary 
Anne took her up in her brawny arms, and laid 



her on "Cripple Charlie's " sofe, and coyered her 
with the quilt. 

We settled the Major and his wives into their 
new abode, and then hurried home to my mother, 
who put on her bonnet, and took a bottle of some- 
thing, and went off to the farm. 

She did not come back till tea-time, and then 
she was full of poor Mrs. Wood, " Most curious 
attacks," she explained to my father ; "she can 
neither move nor speak, and yet she hears every- 
thing, though she doesn't always remember after- 
wards. She said she thought it was 'trouble,' 
poor soul ! " 

" What brought this one on?" said my father. 

" I can't make out," said my mother. " I hope 
you boys did nothing to firighten her, eh? Are 
you sure you didn't do one of those dreadfiil 
wheels. Tack ? " 

This I indignantly denied, and Jem supported 
me. 

My mother's sympathy had been so deeply en- 
listed, and her report was so detailed, that Jem 
and I became bored at last, besides resenting the 
notion that we had been to blame. I gave one 
look into the strawberry jam pot, and finding it 
empty, said my grace and added, " Women are a 
poor lot, always turning up their eyes and having 
fits about nothing. I know one thing, nobody'll 
ever catch me being bothered with a wife." 

" Nor me neither," said Jem. 



CHAPTER IV. 

" The bee, a more adventurous colonist than man." 

W. C. Bryant. 

" Some silent laws our hearts will make, 

Which they shall long obey ; 
We for the year to come may take 

Our temper fix>m to-day." 

IVordswortA. 



" "\7'0U know what an Apiary is, Isaac, of 
X course." 

I was sitting in the bee-master's cottage, opposite 
to him, in an arm-chair, which was the counterpart 
of his own, both of them having circular backs, 
diamond -shaped seats, and chintz cushions with 
frills. It was the summer following that in which 
Jem and I had tried to see how badly we could 
behave ; this uncivilised phase had abated : Jem 
used to ride about a great deal with my father, and 
I had become intimate with Isaac Irvine. 

" You know what an Apiary is, Isaac ? " said I. 

" A what, sir ? " 

"AnA-P-I-A-R-Y." 

" To be sure, sir, to be sure," said Isaac "An 
appyary " (so he was pleased to pronounce it), " I 
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should be familiar with the name, sir, from my 
bee-book, but I never calls my own stock anything 
but the beehives. Beehives is a good straightfor- 
ward sort of a name, sir, and it serves my turn." 

" Ah, but you see we haven*t come to the B's 
yet," said I, alluding to what I was thinking of. 

"Does your father think of keeping *em, sir?" 
said Isaac, alluding to what he was thinking of. 

•'Oh, he means to have them bound, I believe," 
was my reply. 

"The bee-master now betrayed his bewilder- 
ment, and we had a hearty laugh when we dis- 
covered that he had been talking about bees whilst 
I had been talking about the weekly numbers of 
the " Penny Cyclopaedia," which had not as yet 
reached the letter B, but in which I had found an 
article on Master Isaac's craft, under the word 
Apiary, which had greatly interested me, and 
ought, I thought, to be interesting to the bee- 
keeper. Still thinking of this I said — 

" Do you ever take your bees away from home, 
Isaac?" 

" They're on the moors now, sir," said Isaac. 

" Are they ? " I exclaimed. " Then you're like 
the Egyptians, and like the French, and the Pied- 
montese ; only you didn't take them in a barge." 

" Why, no, sir. The canal don't go nigh-hand 
of the moors at all." 

" The Egyptians," said I, leaning back into the 
capacious arms of my chair, and epitomising what 
I had read, " who live in Lower Egypt put all 
their beehives into boats and take them on the 
river to Upper Egypt. Right up at that end of 
the Nile the flowers come out earliest, and the 
bees get all the good out of them there, and then 
the boats are moved lower down to where the same 
kind of flowers are only just beginning to blossom, 
and the bees get all the good out of them there, 
and so on, and on, and on, till they've travelled 
right through Egypt, with all the hives piled up, 
and come back in the boats to where they started 
from." 

** And every hive a mighty different weight to 
what it was when they di4 start, I'll warrant," 
said Master Isaac enthusiastically. " Did you And 
all that in those penny numbers. Master Jack ? " 

"Yes, and oh, lots more, Isaac ! About lots 
of things and lots of countries." 

" Scholarship's a fine thing," said the bee- 
master, "and seeing foreign parts is a fine thing, 
and many's the time I've wished for both. I 
suppose that's the same Egypt that's in the Bible, 
sir ? " 

"Yes," said I, "and the same river Nile that 
Moses was put on in the ark of bulrushes." 

" There's no countries I'd like to see better than 
them Bible countries," said Master Isaac, "and 



I've wished it more ever since that gentleman was 
here that gave that lecture in the school, with the 
Holy Land magic-lantern. He'd been there him- 
self, and he explained all the slides. They were 
grand, some of 'em, when you got 'em straight and 
steady for a bit. They're an awkward thing to 
manage, is slides, sir, and the schoolmaster he 
wasn't much good at 'em, he said, and that young 
scoundrel Bob Fumiss and aiiother lad got in a 
hole below the platform and pulled the sheet. 
But when you did get 'em, right side up, and the 
light as it should be, they were grand ! There 
was one they caUed the Wailing Place of the Jews, 
with every stone standing out as fair as the flags 
on this floor. John Binder, the mason, was at 
my elbow when that came on, and he clapped his 
lumds, and says he, * Well, yon beats all ! ' But 
the one for my choice, sir, was the Garden of 
Gethsemane by moonlight. I'd only gone to the 
penny places, for I'm a good size and can look 
over most folks' heads, but I thought I must see 
that a bit nearer, cost what it might. So I found 
a shilling, and I says to the young fellow at the 
door (it was the pupil-teacher), * I must go a bit 
nearer to yon.' And he says, 'You're not going 
into the reserved seats, Isaac ? ' So I says, * Don't 
put yourself about, my lad, I shan't interfere with 
the quality ; but if half a day's wage'U bring me 
nearer to the Garden of Gethsemane, I'm bound 
to go.* And I went. I didn't intrude myself on 
nobody, though one gentleman was for making 
room for me at once, and twice over he offered 
me a seat beside him. But I knew my manners, 
and I said, ' Thank you, sir, I can see as I stand.' 
And I did see right well, and kicked Bob Furniss 
too, which was good for all parties. But I'd like 
to see the very places, themselves. Master Jack." 

" So should I," said I ; "but I should like to 
go farther, all round the world, I think. Do you 
know, Isaac, you wouldn't believe what curious 
beasts there are in other countries, and what won- 
derfiil people and places I Why, we've only got 
to ATH — No. 135 — now ; it leaves off" at Athana- 

fiide, a captain of the Spanish Goths — he's nobody, 
ut there are such apes in that number ! The 
Mono — ^there's a picture of him, just like a man 
with a tail and horrid feet, who used to sit with 
the n^[ro women when they were at work, and 
play with bits oi paper ; and a Quata, who used 
to be sent to the tavern for wine, and when the 
children pelted him he put down the wine and 
threw stones at them. And there are pictures in 
all the numbers, of birds and ant-eaters and ante- 
lopes, and I don't know what. The Mono and 
the Quata live in the West Indies, I think. You 
see, I think the A's are rather good numbers ; very 
likely, for there's America, and Asia, and Afirica, 
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and Arabia, and Abyssinia, and there'll be Aus- 
tralia before we come to the B's. Oh, Isaac ! I 
do wish I could go round the world ! " 

I sighed, and the bee-master sighed also, with 
a profundity that made his chair creak, well- 
seasoned as it was. Then he said, '* But I'll say 
this. Master Jack, next to going to such places the 
reading about 'em must come. A penny a week's 
a penny a week to a poor man, but I reckon I 
shall have to make shift to take in those numbers 
myself. " 

Isaac did not take them in, however, for I used 
to take ours down to his cottage, and read them 
aloud to him instead. He liked this much better 
than if he had had to read to himself — he said he 
could understand reading better when he heard it 
than when he saw it. For my own part I enjoyed 
it very much, and I fancy I read rather well, it 
being a point on which Mrs. Wood expended 
much trouble with us. 

" Listen, Isaac," said I on my next visit; **this 
is what I meant about the barge " — and resting 
the Penny Number on the arm of my chair, I read 
aloud to the attentive bee-master — *'* Goldsmith 
describes from his own observation a kind of float- 
ing apiary in some parts of France and Piedmont. 
They have on board of one barge, he says, three- 
score or a hundred beehives- 
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** That's an appy-ary if ye like, sir ! " ejaculated 
Master Isaac, interrupting his pipe and me to 
make way for the observation. 

* * Somebody saw * a convoy of four thousand 
hives ' on the Nile," said I. 

The bee-master gave a resigned sigh. ** Go on, 
Master Jack," said he. 

*** — well defended from the inclemency of an 
accidental storm,*" I proceeded; "*and with 
these the owners float quietly down the stream ; 
one beehive yields the proprietor a considerable 
income. Why, he adds, a method similar to this 
has never been adopted in England, where we 
have more gentle rivers and more flowery banks 
than in any other part of the world, I know not ; 
certainly it might be turned to advantage, and 
yield the possessor a secure, though perhaps a 
moderate, income."* 

I was very fond of the canal which ran near us 
(and was, for that matter, a parish boundary) : 
and the barges, with their cai^oes, were always 
interesting to me ; but a bargeful of bees seemed 
something quite out of the common. I thought I 
should rather like to float down a gentle river 
between flowery banks, surrounded by beehives 
on which I could rely to furnish me with a secure 
though moderate income ; and I said so. 

** So should I, sir, '* said the bee-master. "And 
I should uncommon like to ha' seen the one bee- 



hive that brought in a considerable income. Honey 
must have been very dear in those parts, Master 
Jack- However, it's in the book, so I suppose it*s 
right enough.*' 

I made no defence of the veracity of the " Cyclo- 
paedia," for I was thinking of something else, of 
which, after a few moments, I spoke. 

** Isaac, you don't stay with your bees on the 
moors. Do you ever go to see them ? " 

**To be sure I do. Master Jack, nigh every 
Sunday through the season. I start after I get 
back from morning church, and I come home in 
the dark, or by moonlight. My missus goes to 
church in the afternoons, and for that bit she locks 
up the house." 

" Oh, I wish you'd take me the next time I " 
said I. 

•*To be sure I will, and too glad sir, if you're 
allowed to go." 

That was the difficulty, and I knew it. No one 
who has not lived in a household of old-fashioned 
middle-class country folk of our type has any 
notion how difficult it is for anybody to do any- 
thing unusual therein. In such a well-fitted but 
unelastic establishment the dinner-hour, the car- 
riage horses, hot water, bedtime, candles, the post, 
the wash-day, and an extra blanket, from being 
the ministers of one's comfort, become the stem 
arbiters of one's fate. Spring cleaning — which is 
something like what it would be to build, paint, 
and furnish a house, and to **do it at home " — 
takes place as naturally as the season it celebrates ; 
but if you want the front door kept open after the 
usual hour for drawing the bolts and hanging the 
robbers' bell, it's odds if the master of the house 
has not an apoplectic fit, and if servants of twelve 
and fourteen years' standing do not give warning. 

And what is difficult on weekdays is on Sundays 
next door to impossible, for obvious reasons. 

But one's parents, though they have their little 
ways like other people, are, as a rule — oh, my 
heart ! made sadder and wiser by the world s 
rough experiences, bear witness ! — very indulgent ; 
and after a good many ups and downs, and some 
compromising and coaxing, I got my way. 

On one point my mother was firm, and I feared 
this would be an insuperable difficulty. .1 must go 
twice to church, as our Sunday custom was — a 
custom which she saw no good reason for me to 
break. It is easy to smile at her punctiliousness 
on this score ; but after all these years, and on the 
whole, I think she was right. An unexpected 
compromise came to my rescue, however : Isaac 
Irvine's bees were in the parish of Cripple Charlie's 
father, within a stone's throw (by the bee-master's 
strong arm) of the church itself, which was a small 
minster among the moors. Here I promised faith- 
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fully to attend evening prayer, for which we should 
be in time ; and I started, by Isaac Irvine's side, 
on my first real ** expedition ** on the first Sunday 
in August, with my mothei-*s blessing and a three- 
penny-bit with a hole in it, ** in case of a collec- 
tion/' 

We dined before we started, I with the rest, and 
Isaac in our kitchen ; but I had no great appetite — 
I was too much excited — and I willingly accepted 
some large sandwiches made with thick slices of 
home-made bread and liberal layers of home-made 
potted meat, ** in case I should feel hungry " before 
I got there. 

It pains me to think how distressed my mother 
was because I insisted on carrying the sandwiches 
in a red and orange spotted handkerchief, which I 
had purchased with my own pocket-money, and to 
which I was deeply attached, partly from the 
bombastic nature of the pattern, and partly because 
it was big enough for any grown-up man. "It 
made me look like a tramping sailor," she said. 
I did not tell her that this was precisely the effect 
at which I aimed, though it was the case ; but I 
coaxed her into permitting it, and I abstained from 
passing a certain knowing little ash stick through 
the knot, and hoisting the bundle over my left 
shoulder, till I was well out of the grounds. 

My efforts to spare her feelings on this point, 
however, proved vain. She ran to the landing- 
window to watch me out of sight, and had a full 
view of my figure as I swaggered with a business- 
like gait by Isaac's side up the first long hill, 
having set my hat on the back of my head with an 
affectation of profuse heat, my right hand in the 
bee-master's coat-pocket for support, and my left 
holding the stick and bundle at an angle as showy 
and sailor-like as I could assume. 

"And they'll just meet the Ebenezer folk com- 
ing out of chapel, ma'am ! " said our housemaid 
over my mother's shoulder, by way of consolation. 

Our journey was up-hill, for which I was quite 
prepared. The blue and purple outline of the 
moors formed the hori^con line visible from our 
gardens, whose mistiness or clearness was pro- 
phetic of the coming weather, and over which the 
wind was supposed to blow with uncommon 
" healthfulness. I had been there once to blow 
away the whooping-cough, and I could remember 
that the sandy road wound up and up, but I did 
not appreciate till that Sunday how tiring a steady 
ascent of nearly five miles may be. 

We were within sight of the church and within 
hearing of the bells, when we reached a wayside 
trough, whose brimming measure was for ever 
overflowed by as bright a rill as ever trickled down 
a hill-side. 

"It's only the first peal," said Master Isaac, 



seating himself on the sandy bank, and wiping his 
brows. 

My well-accustomed ears confirmed his state- 
ment. The bells moved too slowly for either the 
second or the third peal, and we had twenty 
minutes at our disposal. 

It was then that I knew (for the first but not 
the last time) what refreshment for the weary a 
spotted handkerchief may hold. The bee-master 
and I divided the sandwiches, and washed them 
down with handfuls of the running rill, so fresh, 
so cold, so limpid, that (like the saints and martyrs 
of a faith) it would convert any one to water- 
drinking who did not reflect on the commoner and 
less shining streams which come to us through 
lead pipes and in evil communication with sewers. 

We were cool and tidy by the time that the 
little " Tom Tinkler " bell began to ** hurry up." 

** You're coming, aren't you ? " said I, checked 
at the churchyard gate by an instinct of some 
hesitation on Isaac's part. 

"Well, I suppose I am, sir," said the bee- 
master, and in he came. 

The thick walls, the stained windows, and the 
stone floor, which was below the level of the 
churchyard, made the church very cool. Master 
Isaac and I seated ourselves so that we had a good 
view within and could also catch a peep through 
the open porch of the sunlit country outside. 
Charlie's father was in his place when we got in • 
his threadbare coat was covered by the white linen 
of his ofKce, and I do not think it would have 
been possible even to my levity to have felt any- 
thing but a respectful awe of him in churclu 

The cares of this life are not as a rule improving 
; to the countenance. No one who watches faces 
■ can have failed to observe that more beauty is 
marred and youth curtailed by vulgar worry than 
by almost any other disfigurement. In the less 
educated classes, where self-control is not very 
habitual, and where interests beyond petty and 
personal ones are rare, the soft brows and tender 
lips of girlhood are too often puckered and har- 
dened by mean anxieties, even where these do 
not affect the girls personally, but only imitatively, 
and as the daily interests of their station in life. 
In such cases the discontented, careworn look is 
by no means a certain indication of corresponding 
suffering, but there are too many others in which 
tempers that should have been generous, and faces 
that should have been noble, and aims that should 
have been high, are blurred and blunted by the 
real weight of real everyday care. 

There are yet others ; in which the spirit is too 
strong for mortal accidents to pull it down — ^minds 
that the narrowest career cannot vulgarise — faces 
to which care but adds a look of pathos — souls 
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which keep their aims and faiths apart from the 
fluctuations of " the things that are seen." The 
personal influence of natures of this type is gene- 
rally very lai^e, and it was very large in the case 
of Cripple Charlie's father, and made him a sort 
of Prophet, Priest, and King over a rough and 
scattered population, with whom the shy, scnolarly 
poor gentleman had not otherwise much in common. 

It was his personal influence, I am sure, which 
made the congregation so devout ! There is one 
rule which, I believe, applies to all congregations, 
of every denomination, and any kind of ritual, and 
that is, that the enthusiasm of the congregation is 
in direct proportion to the enthusiasm of the 
minister ; not merely to his personal worth, nor 
even to his popularity, for people who rather dis- 
like a cleigyman, and disapprove of his service, 
will say a louder Amen at his giving of thanks if 
his own feelings have a touch of fire, than they 
would to that of a more perfunctory parson whom 
they liked better. As is the heartiness of the 
priest, so is the heartiness of the people — with 
such strictness that one is disposed almost to 
credit some of it to actual niiagnetism. Response 
is no empty word in public worship. 

It was no empty word on this occasion. From 
the ancient clerk (who kept a life-interest in what 
were now the duties of a choir) to some gaping 
farm -lads at my back, everybody said and sang to 
the utmost of his ability. I may add that Isaac 
and I involuntarily displayed a zeal which was in 
excess of our Sunday customs ; and if my tongue 
moved glibly enough with the choir, the bee- 
master found many an elderly parishioner besides 
himself and the clerk who * * took " both prayer 
and praise at such independent paces as suited 
their individual scholarship, spectacles, and notions 
of reverence. 

It crowned my satisfaction when I found that 
there was to be a collection. The hymn to which 
the churchwardens moved about, gathering the 
pence, whose numbers and noisiness seemed in 
keeping with the rest of the service, was a well- 
known one to us all. It was the favourite evening 
hymn of the district. I knew every syllable of it, 
for Jem and I always sang hymns (and invariably 
this one) with my dear mother, on Sunday evening 
after supper. When we were good, we liked it, 
and, picking one favourite after another, we often 
sang nearly through the hymn-book. When we 
were naughty, we displayed a good deal of skill in 
making derisive faces behind my mother's back, as 
she sat at the piano, without betraying ourselves, 
and in getting our tongues out and in again during 
the natural pauses and convolutions of the tune. 
But these occasional fits of boyish profanity did 
pot hinder me from having an equally boyish fund 



of reverence and enthusiasm at the bottom of my 
heart, and it was with proud and pleasurable 
emotions that I heard the old clerk give forth the 
familiar first lines — 

" Soon shall the evening star with silver ray 
Shed its mild lustre o'er this sacred day," 

and got my threepenny-bit ready between my 
finger and thumb. 

Away went the oi^an, which was played by the 
vicar's eldest daughter — away went the vicar's 
second daughter, who " led the singing " from the 
vicarage pew with a voice like a bird — away went 
the choir, which, in spite of surplices, could not 
be cured of waiting half a beat for her— and away 
went the congregation — ^young men and maidens, 
old men and children — in one broad tide of some- 
what irregular harmony. Isaac did not know the 
words as well as I did, so I lent him my hymn- 
book ; one result of which was, that the print 
being small, and the sense of a hymn being in his 
view a far more important matter than the sound 
of it, he preached rather than sang — in an unequal 
cadence which was perturbing to my more musical 
ear — the familiar lines — 

" Still let each awful truth our thoughts engage, 
That shines revealed on inspiration's page ; 
Nor those blest hours in vain amusement waste 
Which all who lavish shall lament at last." 

During the next verse my devotions were a little 
distracted by the gradual approach of a church- 
warden for my threepenny-bit, which was hot 
with three verses of expectant fingering. Then, 
to my relief, he took it, and the bee-master's con- 
tribution, and I felt calmer, and listened to the 
little prelude which it was always the custom for 
the organist to play before the final verse of a 
hymn. It was also the custom to sing the last 
verse as loudly as possible, though this is by no 
means invariably appropriate. It fitted the pre- 
sent occasion fairly enough. From where I stood 
I could see the bellows-blower (the magnetic 
current of enthusiasm flowed even to the back of 
the organ) nerve himself to prodigious pumping — 
Charlie's sister drew out all the stops — the vicar 
passed from the prayer-desk to the pulpit with the 
rapt look of a man who walks in a prophetic 
dream — we pulled ourselves together, Master Isaac 
brought the hymn-book close to his glasses, and 
when the tantalising prelude was past we burst 
forth with a volume which merged all discre- 
pancies. As far as I am able to judge of my own 
performance, I fear I bawled (I'm sure the boy 
behind me did) — 

** Father of Heaven ; in Whom our hopes confide. 
Whose power defends us, and Whose precepts guide. 
In life our Guardian, and in death our Friend, 
Glovy supreme be Thine till time shall end ! " 
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The sermon was short, and when the service was 
over Master Isaac and I spent a delightful after- 
noon with his bees among the heather. The 
" evening star " had come out when we had some 
tea in the village inn, and we walked home by 
moonlight. There was neither wind nor sun, but 
the air was almost oppressively pure. The moon- 
shine had taken the colour out of the sandy road 
and the heather, and had painted black shadows 
by every boulder, and most things looked asleep 
except the rill that went on running. Only we 
and the rabbits, and the night moths and the 
beetles, seemed to be stirring. An occasional bat 
appeared and vanished like a spectral illusion, and 
I saw one owl flap across the moor with level 
wings against the moon. 

** Oh, I have enjoyed it 1 ** was all I could say 
when I parted from the bee-master. 

"And so have I, Master Jack," was his reply, 
and he hesitated as if he had something more to 
say, and then he said it. "I never enjoyed it as 
much, and you can thank your mother, sir, with 
old Isaac's duty, for sending us to church. I'm 
sure I don't know why I never went before when I 
was up yonder, for I always took notice of the 
bells. I reckon I thought I hadn't time, but you 
can say, with my respects, sir, that plea:3 GOD I 
shan't miss again. " 

I believe he never did; and * 'Cripple Charlie's" 
father came to look on him as half a parishioner. 

I was glad I had not shirked Evening Prayer 
myself, though (my sex and age considered) it was 
not to be expected that I should comfort my 
mother's heart by confessing as much. Let me 
confess it now, and confess also that if it was the 
first time, it was not the last that I have had cause 
to realise — oh women, for our sakes remember it 1 
— ^into what light and gentle hands God lays the 
reins that guide men's better selves. 

The most remarkable event of the day happened 
at the end of it. Whilst Isaac was feeling the 
weight of one of his hives, and just after I lost 
chasb of a very peculiar-looking beetle, from his 
squeezing himself away from me under a boulder, 
I had caught sight of a bit of white heather, and 
then bethought me of gathering a nosegay (to 
include this rarity) of moor flowers and grasses for 
Mrs. Wood. So when we reached the lane on 
our way home, I bade Isaac good-night, and said 
I would just run in by the back way into the 
farm (we never called it the Academy) and leave 
the flowers, that the schoolmistress might put them 
in water. Mary Ann was in the kitchen. 

"Where's Mrs. Wood?" said I, when she had 
got over that silly squeak women always give when 
you come suddenly on them. 



"Dear, dear. Master Jack ! what a turn you did 
give me ! I thought it was the tramp." 

" What tramp ?^ said I. 

** Why, a great lanky man that came skulking 
here a bit since, and asked for the missus. She 
was down the garden, and I've half a notion he 
went after her. I wish you'd go and look for her. 
Master Jack, and fetch her in. It's as damp as 
dear knows what, and she takes no more care of 
herself than a baby. And I'd be glad to know 
that man was off the place. There's wall-fruit 
and lots of things about, a low fellow like that 
might pick up." 

My ears felt a little hot at this allusion to low 
fellows and garden thieving, and I hurried off to 
do Mary Ann's bidding without further parley. 
There was a cloud over the moon as I ran down 
the back garden, but when I was nearly at the end 
the moon burst forth again, so that I could see. 
And this is what I saw : — 

First, a white thing l5ring on the ground, and it 
was the widow's cap, and then Mrs. Wood herself, 
with a gaunt lanky-looking man, such as Mary 
Ann had described. Her head came nearly to his 
shoulder, as I was well able to judge, for he was 
holding it in his hands and had laid his own upon 
it, as if it were a natural resting-place. And his 
hair coming against the darker part of hers, I 
could see that his was grey all over. * Up to this 
point I had been too much stupefied to move, and 
I had just become conscious that I ought to go, 
when the white cap lying in the moonlight seemed 
to catch his eye as it had caught mine ; and he set 
his heel on it with a vehemence that made me 
anxious to be off. I could not resist one look 
back as I left the garden, if only to make sure 
that I had not been dreaming. No, they were 
there still, and he was lifting the coil of her hair, 
which I suppose had come down when the cap 
was pulled off, and it took the full stretch of his 
arm to do so, before it fell heavily from his fingers. 

When I presented myself to my mother with the 
bunch of flowers still in my hand, she said, ** Did 
my Jack get these for mother ? " 

I shook my head. "No, mother. For Mrs. 
Wood." 

** You might have called at the farm as you 
passed," said she. 

" I did ! " said I. 

** Couldn't you see Mrs. Wood, love ? " 

"Yes, I saw her, but she'd got the tramp with her." 

" What tramp ? " asked my mother in a horror- 
struck voice, which seemed quite natural to me, 
for I had been brought up to rank tramps in the 
same "dangerous class' with mad dogs, stray 
bulls, drunken men, and other things which it is 
undesirable to meet. 
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The great lanky one," I explained, quoting 
from Mary Ann. 

** What was he doing with Mrs. Wood?" asked 
my mother anxiously. 

I had not yet recovered from my own bewilder- 
ment, and was reckless of the shock inflicted by 
my reply. 

" Pooring her head, and kissing it." 
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CHAPTER V. 

" To each his sufferings ; all are men 

Condemned alike to groan. 
The tender for anothers pain— 



Gray, 

NOT even the miser's funeral had produced in 
the neighbourhood anything like the excite- 
ment which followed that Sunday evening. At 
first my mother — ^her mind filled by the simplest 
form of the problem, namely, that Mrs. Wood was 
in the hands of a tramp — wished my father to take 
the blunderbuss in his hand and step down to the 
form. He had **pish"ed and "psha"ed about 
the blunderbuss, and was beginning to say more, 
when I was dismissed to bed, where I wandered 
back over the moors in uneasy dreams, and woke 
with the horror of a tramp's hand upon my 
shoulder. After suffering the terrors of night for 
some time, and finding myself no braver with my 
head under the bedclothes than above them, I 
began conscientiously to try my mother's family 
recipe for '*bad dreams and being afraid in the 
dark." This was to "say over" the Benedicite 
correctly, which (if by a rare chance one were still 
awake at the end) was to be followed by a suc- 
cession of the hymns one knew by heart. It 
required an effort to begin, and to really try, but 
the children of such mothers as ours are taught to 
make efforts, and once fairly started, and holding 
on as a duty, it certainly did tend to divert the 
mind from burglars and ghosts, to get the beasts, 
creeping things, and fowls of the air into their 
right places in the chorus of benedictions. That 
Jem never could discriminate between the "Dews 
and Frosts" and " Frost and Cold " verses needs 
no telling. I have often finished and still been 
frightened and had to fall back upon the hymns, 
but this night I began to dream pleasanter dreams 
of Charlie's father and the bee-master before I got 
to the holy and humble men of heart. 

I slept long then, and Mother would not let me 
be awakened. When I did open my eyes Jem 
was sitting at the end of my bed^ dying to tell me 
the news. 



' Jack ! you have waked, haven't you ? I see 
your eyes. Don't shut 'em again. What do you 
think ? Mrs, WooePs husband has come home ! " 

I never knew the ins and outs of the story very 
exactly. At the time that what did become gene- 
rally known was fresh in people's minds Jem and 
I were not by way of being admitted to ** grown- 
up " conversations ; and though Mrs. Wood's 
husband and I became intimate friends, I neither 
wished nor dared to ask him more about his past 
than he chose to tell, for I knew enough to know 
that it must be almost intolerable pain to recall it. 

What we had all heard of the story was this. 
Mr. Wood had been a head clerk in a house of 
business. A great forgery was committed against 
his employers, and he was accused. He was 
tried, condemned, and sentenced to fourteen years' 
penal servitude, which, in those days, meant trans- 
portation abroad. For some little time the jury 
had not been unanimous. One man doubted the 
prisoner's guilt — the man we afterwards knew as 
the old miser of Walnut-tree Farm. But he was 
over-persuaded at last, and Mr. Wood was con- 
victed and sentenced. He had spent ten years of 
his penal servitude in Bermuda when a man lying 
in Maidstone Jail under sentence of death for 
murder, confessed (amongst other crimes of which 
he disburdened his conscience), that it was he, 
and not the man who had been condemned, who 
had committed the forgery. Investigation con- 
firmed the truth of this statement, and Mr. Wood 
was " pardoned " and brought home. 

He had just come. He was the tramp. 

In this life the old miser never knew that his 
first judgment had been the just one, but the doubt 
whicn seems always to have haunted him — ^whether 
he had not helped to condemn the innocent — was 
the reason of his bequest to the convict's wife, 
and explained much of the mysterious wording of 
the will. 

It was a tragic tale, and gave a terrible interest 
to the gaunty white-haired, shattered-looking man 
who was the hero of it. It had one point of spe- 
cial awe for me, and I used to watch him in church 
and think of it, till I am ashamed to say that I 
forgot even when to stand up and sit down. He 
had served ten years of his sentence. Ten years ! 
Ten times three hundred and sixty-five days ! All 
the days of the years of my life. The weight of 
that undeserved punishment had fallen on him the 
year that I was bom, and all that long, long time 
of home with Mother and Father and Jem — all the 
ha3rmaking summers and snowballing winters — 
whilst Jem and I had never been away from home, 
and had had so much fun, and nothing very horrid 
that I could call to mind except the mumps — h« 
had been an exile working in chains. I remember 
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rousing up with a start from the realisation of this 
one Sunday to find myself still standing in the 
middle of the Litany. My mother was behaving 
too well herself to find me oat, and though Jem 
was giggling he dared not move, because he wis 
kneding next my father, whose bock was turned 
to me; I knelt down, and started to hear the 
parson say — ''show Thy pity upon all prisoners 
and captives I ** And then I knew what it is to 
wish when it is too late. For I did so wish I had 
really prayed for prisoners and captives every Sun- 
day, because then I should have prayed for that 
poor man nearly all the long time he had been so 
miserable ; for we began to go to church very 
early, and one learns to pray easier and sooner 
than one learns anything else. 

All this had happened in the holidays, but 
when they were over school opened as before, and 
with additional scholars ; for sympathy was wide 
and warm with the schoolmistress. Strangely 
enough, both partners in the firm which had prose- 
cuted Mr. Wood were dead. Their successors 
otfered him emplojrment, but he could not face 
the old associations. I believe he found it so hard 
to fiux any one, that this was the reason of his 
staying at home for a time and helping in the 
schooL I don't think we bo3rs made him uncom- 
fortable as grown-up strangers seemed to do, and 
he was particularly fond of '* Cripple Charlie." 

This brought me into contact with him, for 
Charlie and I were great friends. He was as well 
pleased to be read to out of the penny numbers as 
the bee-master, and he was interested in things of 
which Isaac Irvine was completely ignorant. 

Our school was a day-school, but Charlie had 
bem received by Mrs. Wood as a boarder. His 
poor back could not have borne to be jolted to 
and from the moors every day. So he lived at 
Walnut-tree Farm, and now and then his father 
would come down in a light cart, lent by one of 
the parishioners, and take Charlie home from 
Saturday to Monday, and then bring him back 
again. 

The sisters came to see him too, by turns, some- 
times walking and sometimes riding a rough- 
coated pony, who was well-content to be tied to a 
gate, and eat some of the grass that overgrew the 
lane. And often Charlie came to mx, especially in 
haytime, for haycocks seem very comfortable (for 
pecmle whose backs hurt) to lean against ; and we 
could cover his legs with hay too, as he liked 
them to be hidden. There is no need to say how 
tender my mother was to him, and my father used 
to look at him half puzzledly and half pitifully, and 
always spoke to him in quite a different tone of 
voke to the one he used with other boys. 

}tnh gave Charlie the best puppy oat of the 



curly brown spaniel lot ; but he didn't really like 
being with him, though he was sorry for him, and 
he could not bear seeing his poor legs. 

"They make me feel horrid," Jem said. "And 
even when they're covered up, I know they're 
there." 

" You're a chip of the old block, Jem," said my 
father. *' I'd give a guinea to a hospitsil any day 
sooner than see a patient. I'm as sorry as can be 
for the poor lad, but he turns me queer, though I 
feel ashamed of it. I like things sound. Your 
mother's different ; she likes 'em better for being 
sick and sorry, and I suppose Jack takes after 
her." 

My father was wrong about me. Pity for 
Charlie was not half of the tie between us. When 
he was talking, or listening to the penny numbers, 
I never thought about his legs or his back, and I 
don't now understand how anybody could. 

He read and remembered far more than I did, 
and he was even wilder about strange countries. 
He had as adventurous a spirit as any lad in the 
school, cramped up as it was in that misshapen 
body. I knew hed have liked to go round the 
world as well as I, and he often laughed and said — 
"What's more. Jack, if I'd the money I would. 
People are very kind to poor wretches like me all 
over the world. I should never want a helping 
hand, and the only difference between us would 
be, that I should be carried on board-ship by 
some kindhearted blue-jacket, and you'd have to 
scramble for yoursdfl" 

He was very anxious to know Isaac Irvine, and 
when I brought the bee-master to see him, they 
seemed to hold friendly converse with their looks 
even before either of Uiem spoke. It was a bad 
day with Charlie, but he set his lips against the 
pain, and raised himself on one arm to stare out of 
his big brown eyes at the old man, who met them 
with as steady a gaze out of his. Then Charlie 
lowered himself again, and said in a tone of voice 
by which I knew he was pleased, " I'm so glad 
you've come to see me, old Isaac. It's very kind 
of you. Jack says you know a lot about live 
thizigs, and that you like the numbers we like in 
the 'Penny Cyclopaedia.* I wanted to see you, 
for I think you and I are much in the same boat ; 
you're old, and I'm crippled, and we're both too 
poor to travel. But Jack's to go, and when he's 
gone, you and I'll follow him on the map." 

"God willing, sir," said the bee-master; and 
when he said that, I knew how sorry he felt for 
poor Charlie, for when he was moved he always 
said very short things, and generally something 
religious. 

And for all Charlie's whims and &ncies, and in 
all his pain and firetfulness, and through fits of 
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silence and sensitiveness, he had never a better 
firiend than Isaac Irvine. Indeed the bee-master 
was one of those men (to be found in all ranks), 
whose delicate tenderness might not be guessed 
from the size and roughness of the outer man. 

Our neighbours were all very kind to Mr. Wood, 
in their own way, but they were a little impatient 
of his slowness to be sociable, and had, I think, a 
sort of feeling that the ex-convict ought not only 
to enjoy evening parties more than other people, 
but to be just a little more grateful for being 
invited. 

However, one must have a strong and sensitive 
imagination to cultivate wide sympathies when one 
lives a quiet, methodical life in the place where 
one's father and grandfather lived out quiet metho- 
dical lives before one ; and I do not think we 
were an imagimtive race. 

The schoolmaster (as we used to call him) had 
seen and suffered so much more of life than we, 
that I do not think he resented the clumsiness of 
our sympathy ; but now I look back I fancy that 
he must have felt as if he wanted years of peace 
and quiet in which to try and foi^et the years of 
suffering. Old Isaac said one day, " I reckon the 
master feels as if he wanted«to sit down and say to 
hisself over and over again, * I*m a free man, I'm 
a free man, I'm a free man, ' till he can fair trust 
himself to believe it." 

Isaac was probably right, and perhaps evening 
parties, though they are meant for treats, are not 
the best places to sit down and feel free in, par- 
ticularly when there are a lot of strange people 
who have heard a dreadful story about you, and 
want to see what you look like after it. 

During the summer holidays Jem and I were 
out the whole day long. When we came in I was 
ready for the Penny Numbers, but Jem always fell 
asleep, even if he did not go to bed at once. My 
father did just the same. I think their feeling about 
houses was of a perfectly primitive kind. They 
looked upon them as comfortable shelter for sleep- 
ing and eating, but not at all as places in which to 
pursue any occupation. Life, for them, was lived 
out-of-doors. 

I know now, how dull this must have made the 
evenings for my mother, and that it was very 
selfish of me to wait till my father was asleep (for 
fear he should say **no"), and then to ask her 
leave to take the Penny Numbers down to the 
farm and sit with Cripple Charlie. 

Now and then she would go too, and chat with 
Mrs. Wood, whilst the schoolmaster and I were 
turning the terrestrial globe by Charlie's sofa ; but 
as a rule Charlie and I were alone, and the Woods 
went round the homestead together, and came 
home, hand in hand, through the garden, and we 



laughed to think how we had taken him for a 
tramp. 

And sometimes on a summer's evening, when 
we talked and read aloud to each other across a 
quaint oak table that had been the miser's, of far- 
away lands and strange birds of gorgeous plumage, 
the schoolmaster sat silent in the arm-chair by the 
open lattice, resting his white head against the 
mullion that the ivy was creeping up, and listened 
to the blackbirds and thrushes as their songs 
dropped by odd notes into silence, and gazed at 
the near fields and trees, and the little homestead 
with its hayricks on the hill, when the grass was 
apple-green in the gold mist of sunset : and went 
on gazing when that had faded into fog, and the 
hedgerow elms were black against the sky, as if 
the eye could not be filled with seeing, nor the ear 
with hearing ! 



CHAPTER VI. 

"Who, doomed to go in company with Pain, 
Turns his necessity to glorious gain." 

Wordsworth, 

'* T ACK," said Charlie, '* listen ! " 

J He was reading bits out of the numbers to 
me, whilst I was rigging a miniature yacht to sail 
on the dam; and Mrs. Wood's husband was 
making a plan of something at another table, and 
occasionally giving me advice about my masts and 
sails. "It's about the South American forests," 
said Charlie. ** * There every tree has a character 
of its own J each has its peculiar foliage, and pro- 
bably also a tint unlike that of the trees which 
surround it. Gigantic vegetables of the most 
different families intermix their branches; five- 
leaved bignonias grow by the side of bonduc-trees ; 
cassias shed their yellow blossoms upon the rich 
fronds of arborescent ferns ; myrtles and eugenias, 
with their thousand arms contrast with the elegant 
simplicity of palms ; and among the aii^ foliage of 
the mimosa the ceropia elevates its giant leaves 
and heavy candelabra-shaped branches. Of some 
trees the trunk is perfectly smooth, of others it is 
defended by enormous spines, and the whole are 
often apparently sustained by the slanting stems 
of a huge wild fig-tree. With us, the oak, the 
chestnut, and the beech seem as if they bore no 
flowers, so small are they and so little distinguish- 
able except by naturalists; but in the forests of 
South America it is often the most gigantic trees 
that produce the most brilliant flowers; cassias 
hang down their pendants of golden blossoms, 
vochisias unfold their singular bunches ; corollas, 
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longer than those of our foxglove^ sometimes yel- 
low or sometimes purole, load the arborescent 
bignonias ; while the chorisias are covered, as it 
were, with lilies, only their colours are richer and 
more varied ; grasses also appear in form of bam- 
boos, as the most graceful of trees ; bauhinias, 
bignonias, and aroideous plants cling round the 
trees like enormous cables ; orchideous plants and 
bromelias overrun their limbs, or fasten themselves 
to them when prostrated by the storm, and make 
even their dead remains become verdant with 
leaves and flowers not their own.' " 

Though he could read very well, Charlie had, 
so far, rather stumbled through the long names in 
this description, but he finished off with fluency, 
not to say enthusiasm. " ' Such are the ancient 
forests, flourishing in a damp and fertile soil, and 
clothed with perpetual green.* " 

I was half-way through a profound sigh when I 
caught the schoolmaster's eye, who had paused in 
his plan-making and was listening with his head 
upon his hand. 

" What a gioan ! " he exclaimed. *' What's the 
matter?" 

"It sounds so splendid!" I answered, *'and 
I'm so afraid I shall never see it. I told Father 
last night I should like to be a sailor, but he only 
said 'Stuff and nonsense,' and that there was a 
better berth waiting for me in Uncle Henry's office 
than any of the Queen's ships would provide for 
me ; and Mother begged me never to talk of it 
any more, if I didn't want to break her heart " — 
and I sighed again. 

The schoolmaster had a long smooth face, which 
looked longer from melancholy, and he turned it 
and his arms over the back of the chair, and looked 
at me with the watchful listening look his eyes 
always had ; but I am not sure if he was really 
paying much attention to me, for he talked (as he 
often did) as if he were talking to himself. 

" I wanted to be a soldier, he said, "and my 
father wouldn't let me. I often used to wish I had 
run away and enlisted, when I was with Quarter- 
master McCulloch, of the Engineers (he'd risen 
from the ranks and was younger than me), in 
Bermuda. " 

" Bermuda ! That's not very far from South 
America, is it ? " said I, looking across to the big 
map of the world. " Is it very beautiful, too ?" 

The schoolmaster's eyes contracted as if he were 
short-sighted, or looking at something inside his 
own head. But he smiled as he answered : — 

**The poet says— 

" ' A plefcslng land of drowsy-head it is, 
Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 
Arrd frf gay rastles in the clouds that pass, 
Ftrr ever flu<;hing round a summer sky.'" 



"But are there any curious beasts and plants 
and that sort of thing?" I asked. 

" I believe there were no native animals ori- 
ginally," said the schoolmaster. " I mean inland 
ones. But the fowls of the air and the fishes of 
the sea are of all lovely forms and colours. And 
such corals and sponges, and sea-anemones, bloom- 
ing like flowers in the transparent pools of the 
warm blue water that washes the coral reefs and 
fills the little creeks and bays ! " 

I gasped — ^and he went on. "The commonest 
trees, I think, are palms and cedars. Lots of the 
old houses were built of cedar, and I've heard of 
old cedar furniture to be picked up here and there, 
as some people buy old oak out of English farm- 
houses. It is very durable and deliciously scented. 
People used to make cedar bonfires when the 
smallpox was about, to keep away infection. The 
gardens will grow anything, and plots of land are 
divided by oleander hedges of many colours." 

" Oh — h ! " ejaculated I, in long-drawn notes of 
admiration. The schoolmaster's eyes twinkled. 

"Not only," continued he, "do very gaudy 
lobsters and quaint cray-fish and crabs with lanky 
legs dispute your attention on the shore with the 
shell-fisn of the loveliq^t hues ; there is no lack of 
remarkable creatures indoors. Monstrous spiders, 
whose bite is very unpleasant, drop from the roof; 
tarantulas and scorpions get into your boots, and 
cockroaches, hideous to behold and disgusting to 
smell, invade every place from your bed to your 
store-cupboard. If you possess anything, from 
food and clothing to books and boxes, the ants 
will find it and devour it, and if you possess a 
garden the mosquitoes will find you and devour 
you." 

" Oh — ^h ! " I exclaimed once more, but this 
time in a different tone. 

Mr. Wood laughed heartily. "Tropical loveli- 
ness has its drawbacks, Jack. Perhaps some day 
when your clothes are moulded, and your brain 
feels mouldy too with damp heat, and you can 
neither work in the sun nor be at peace in the 
shade, you may wish you were sitting on a stool 
in your uncle's office, undisturbed by venomous 
insects, and cool in a November fog." 

I laughed too, but I shook my head. 

"No. I shan't mind the insects if I can get 
there. Charlie, were those wonderful ants old Isaac 
said you'd been reading about, Bermuda ants ?" 

I did not catch Charlie's muttered reply, and 
when I looked round I saw that his face was 
buried in the red cushions, and that he was (what 
Jem used to call) "in one of his tempers." 

I don't exactly know how it was. I don't think 
Charlie was jealous or really cross, but he used to 
take fits of fancying he was in the way, and out of 
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it all (from being a cripple), if we seemed to be 
very busy without him, especially about such 
things as planning adventures. I knew what was 
the matter directly, but I'm afraid my consolation 
was rather clumsy. 

" Don't be cross, Charlie," I said ; " I thought 
you were listening too, and if it's because you 
think you won't be able to go, I don't believe 
there's really a bit more chance of my going, 
though my legs are all right." 

"Don't bother about me," said Charlie; "but 
I wish you'd put these numbers down, they're in 
my way." And he turned pettishly over. 

Before I could move, the schoolmaster had 
taken the papers, and was standing over Charlie's 
couch, with his right hand against the wall, at the 
level of his head, and his left arm hanging by his 
side; and I suppose it was his attitude which 
made me notice, before he began to spesJc, what 
a splendid figure he had, and how strong he 
looked. He ^)oke in an odd, abrupt sort of 
voice, very different from the way he had been 
talking to me, but he looked down at Charlie so 
intensely, that I think he felt it through the 
cushions, and lifted hb head. 

"When your father has- been bringing you 
down here, or at any time when you iSive been 
out amongst other people, have you ever over- 
heard them saying, * Poor chap I it s a sad thing,* 
and things of that kind, as if they were sorry for 
you?" 

Cripple Charlie's face flushed scarlet, and my. 
own cheeks burned, as I looked daggers at the 
schoolmaster, for what seemed a brutal insensibility 
to the lame boy's feelings. He did not condescend, 
however, to meet my eves. His own were still 
fixed steadily on Charlie s, and he went on. 

" rve heard it. My ears are quick, and for 
many a Sunday after I came I caught the whispers 
behind me as I went up the aisle, * Poor man ! * 
* Poor gentleman ! ' * He looks bad, too ! ' One 
morning an old woman, in a big black bonnet, 
said, * Poor soul ! ' so close to me, that I looked 
down, and met her withered eyes, full of tears — 
for me ! — ^and I said, * Thank you, mother,' and 
she fingered the sleeve of my coat with her trem- 
bling hand (the veins were standing out on it like 
ropes), and said, ' I've knowed trouble myself, m*y 
dear. The Lord bless yours to you ! ' " 

" It must have been Betty Johnson," I interpo- 
lated ; but the schoolmaster did not even look at 



me. 



" You and I," he said, bending nearer to Cripple 
Charlie, "have had our share of this life's pain so 
dealt out to us that any one can see and pity us. 
My boy, take a fellow-sufferer's word for it, it is 
wise and good not to shrink from the seeing and 



pitying. The weight of the cross spreads itself 
and becomes lighter if one learns to suffer with 
others as well as with oneself, to take pity and to 
give it And as one learns to be pained with the 
pains of others, one learns to be happy in their 
happiness and comforted by their sympathy, and 
then no man's life can be quite empty of pleasure. 
I don't know if my troubles have been lighter or 
heavier ones than yours- 



The schoolmaster stopped short, and turned his 
head so that his face was almost hidden against his 
hand upon the wall. Charlie's big eyes were full 
of tears, and I am sure I distinctly felt my ears 
poke forwards on my head with anxious curiosity 
to catch what Mr. Wood would tell us about that 
dreadful time of which he had never spoken. 

" When I was your age," he said bluntly, " I 
was unusually lithe and active and strong for mine. 
When I was half as old again, I was stronger than 
any man I knew, and haa many a boyish triumph 
out of my strength, because I was slender and 
graceful, and this concealed my powers. I had 
all the energies and ambitions natural to unusual 
vigour and manly skill. I wanted to be a soldier, 
but it was not to be, and I spent my youth at a 
desk in a house of business. I adapted myself, 
but none the less I chafed whenever I heard of 
manly exploits, and of the delights and dangers 
that came of seeing the world. I used to think I 
could bear anythm^ to cross the seas and see 
foreign climes. I did cross the Atlantic at last — 
a convict in a convict ship (God help any man 
who knows what that is I), and I spent the ten 
best years of my manhood at the hulks working in 
chains. You've never lost freedom, my lad, so 
you have never felt what it is not to be able to 
believe you've got it back. You don't know what 
it is to turn nervous at the responsibility of being 
your own master for a whole day, or to wake in a 
dainty room, with the birds singing at the open 
window, and to shut your eyes quickly and pray 
to go on dreaming a bit, because you feel sure 
you re really in your hammock in the hulks." 

The schoolmaster lifted his other hand above 
his head, and pressed both on it, as if he were in 
pain. What Charlie was doing I don't know, but 
I felt so miserable I could not help crying, and 
had to hunt for my pocket-handkerchief under the 
table. It was full of acorns, and by the time I 
had emptied it and dried my eyes, Mr. Wood was 
lifting Charlie in his arms, and arranging his 
cushions. 

"Oh, thank you !" Charlie £aid, as he leant 
back ; " how comfortable you have made me ! " 

** I have been sick-nurse, amongst other trades. 
For some months I was a hospital warder. " 

" Was that when " Charlie began, and then 
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he stopped short, and said, "Oh, I beg your 
pardon ! " 

*' Yes ; it was when I was a convict," said the 
schoohnaster. " No offence, my boy. If I preach 
I must try to practise. Jack's eyes are dropping 
out of his head to hear more of Bermuda, and you 
and I will put our whims and moods on one side, 
and we'll all tell travellers' tales together." 

Cripple Charlie kept on saying "Thank you," 
and I know he was very sorry not to be able to 
think of anything more to say, for he told me so. 
He wanted to have thanked him better, because he 
knew that Mr. Wood had talked about his having 
been a convict, when he did not like to talk about 
it, just to show Charlie that he knew what pain, 
and not being able to do what you want, feel like, 
and that Charlie ought not to fancy he was 
neglected. 

And that was the b^;inning of all the stories 
the schoolmaster used to tell us, and of the natural 
history lessons he gave us, and of his teaching me 
to stuff birds, and do all kinds of things. 

We used to say to him, "You're better than 
the penny numbers, for you're quite as interesting, 
and we're sure you're true." And the odd thing 
was that he made Charlie much more contented, 
because he started him with so many collections, 
whilst he made me only more and more anxious 
to see the world. 



CHAPTER VII. 

"Much would have more, and lost all." 

English Proverb, 

" Learn you to an ill habit, and ye'll ca't custom." 

Scotch Proverb, 

THE lane was fiill of colour that autumn, the 
first autumn of the convict's return. The 
leaves turned early, and fell late, and made the 
hedges gayer than when the dog-roses were out ; 
for not only were the leaves of all kinds brighter 
than many flowers, but the berries (from the holly 
and mountain-ash to the hips and haws) were so 
thick set, and so red and shining, that, as my dear 
mother said, *' they looked almost artificial." 

I remember it well, because of two things. 
First, that Jem got five of the largest hips we had 
ever seen off a leafless dog-rose branch which 
stuck far out of the hedge, and picked the little 
green coronets off, so that they were smooth and 
glossy, and egg-shaped, and crimson on one side 
and yellow on the other; and then he got an 
empty chaflinch's nest close by and jJut the five 
hip« into it, and took it home, and persuaded 



Alice our new parlourmaid that it was a robin 
redbreast's nest with eggs in it. And she believed 
it, for she came from London and knew no better. 

The second thing I remember that autumn by, 
is that everybody expected a hard winter because 
of the berries being so fine, and the hard winter 
never came, and uie birds ate worms and grubs 
and left most of the hedge fruits where they were. 

November was bright and mild, and the morning 
firosts only made the berries all the glossier when 
the sun came out. We had one or two snow- 
storms in December, and then we all said, '* Now 
it's coming ! " but the snow melted away and left 
no bones behind. In January the snow lay longer, 
and left big bones on the moors, and Jem and I 
made a slide to school on the pack track, and 
towards the end of the month the milldam froze 
hard, and we had slides fifteen yards long, and 
skating ; and Winter seemed to have come back 
in good earnest to fetch his bones away. 

Jem was great fun in frosty weather ; Charlie 
and I used to die of laughing at him. I think 
cold made him pugnacious; he seemed always 
ready for a row, and was constantly in one. The 

January frost came in our Christmas holidays, so 
em had lots of time on his hands ; he spent 
almost all of it out of doors, and he devoted a 
good deal of it to fighting with the rough lads of 
the village. There was a standing subject of 
quarrel, which is a great thing for either tribes or 
individuals who have a turn that way. A pond at 
the comer of the lower paddock was fed by a 
stream which also fed the milldam ; and the mill- 
dam was close by, though, as it happened, not on 
my fi^ither's property. Old custom made the mill- 
dam the winter resort of all the village sliders and 
skaters, and my father displayed a good deal of 
toleration when those who could not find room for 
a new slide, or wished to practise their ** outer 
edge" in a quiet spot, came climbing over the 
wall (there was no real thoroughfare) and invaded 
our pond. 

Perhaps it is because gratitude is a fatiguing 
virtue, or perhaps it is because self-esteem has no 
practical limits, that favours are seldom regarded 
as such for long. They are either depreciated, or 
claimed as rights ; very often both. And what is 
common in all classes is almost universal amongst 
the uneducated. You have only to make a system 
of giving your cast-off clothes to some shivering 
family, and you will not have to wait long for an 
eloquent essay on their shabbiness, or for an out- 
burst of sincere indignation if you venture to reserve 
a warm jacket for a needy relative. Prescriptive 
rights, in short, grow faster than pumpkins, which 
is amongst the many warnings life affords us to be 
just as well as generous. Thence it had come 
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about that the young roughs of the village regarded 
our pond to all winter intents and purposes as 
theirs, and my father as only so far and so objec- 
tionably concerned in the matter that he gave 
John Binder a yearly job in patching up the wall 
which it took them three months* trouble to kick 
a breach in. 

Our neighbours were what is called ** very inde- 
pendent " folk. In the grown-up people this was 
modified by the fact that no one who has to earn 
his own livelihood can be quite independent of 
other people ; if he would live he must let live, 
and throw a little civility into the bargain. But 
boys of an age when their parents found meals and 
hobnailed boots for them whether they behaved 
well or ill, were able to display independence in 
its roughest form. And when the boys of our 
neighbourhood were rough, they were very rough 
indeed. 

The village boys had their Christmas holidays 
about the same time that we had ours, which left 
them as much spare time for sliding and skating 
as we had, but they had their dinner at twelve 
o'clock, whilst we had ours at one, so that any 
young roughs who wished to damage our pond 
were just comfortably beginning their mischief as 
Jem and I were saying grace before meat, and the 
thought of it took away our appetites again and 
again. 

That winter they were particularly aggravating. 
The December frost was a very imperfect one, and 
the milldam never bore properly, so the boys 
swarmed over our pond, which was shallow and 
safe. Very few of them could even hobble on 
skates, and those few carried the art no farther 
than by cutting up the slides. But thaw came on, 
so that there was no sliding, and then the young 
roughs amused themselves with stamping holes in 
the soft ice with their hobnailed heels. When 
word came to us that they were taking the stones 
off our wall and pitching them down on to the soft 
ice below, to act as skaters' stumblingblocks for 
the rest of that hard winter which we expected, 
Jem's indignation was not greater than mine. My 
father was not at home, and indeed, when we had 
complained before, he rather snubbed us, and said 
that we could not want the whole of the pond to 
ourselves, and that he had always lived quietly 
with his neighbours and we must learn to do the 
same, and so forth. No action at all calculated to 
assuage our thirst for revenge was likely to be 
taken by him, so Jem and I held a council by 
Charlie's sofa, and it was a council of war. At 
the end we all three solenmly shook hands, and 
Charlie was left to write and despatch brief notes 
of summons to our more distant schoolmates, whilst 
Jem and I tucked up our trousers, wound our com- 



forters sternly round our throats, and went forth in 
different directions to gather the rest. 

(Having lately been reading about the High- 
landers, who used to send round a fiery cross when 
the clans were called to battle, I should have liked 
to do so in this instance ; but as some of the 
Academy boys were no greater readers than Jem, 
they might not have known what it meant, so we 
abandoned the notion.) 

There was not an Academy boy worth speaking 
of who was in time for dinner the following day ; 
and several of them brought brothers, or cousins 
to the fray. By half-past twelve we had crept 
down the field that was on the other side of our 
wall, and had hidden ourselves in various comers 
of a cattle-shed, where a big cart and some sail- 
cloth and a turnip heap provided us with ambush. 
By-and-by certain familiar whoops and hullohs 
announced that the enemy was coming. One or 
two bigger boys made for the dam (which I confess 
was a relief to us), but our own particular foes 
advanced with a rush upon the wall. 

** They hevn't coomed yet, hev they?" we heard 
the sexton's son say, as he peeped over at our 
pond. 

"Noa," was the reply. "It's not gone one 
yet." 

** It's gone one by t' church. I yeard it as we 
was coming up t' lane. " 

**T' church clock's alwa}'s hafe-an hour fasst, 
thee knows." 

*' It isn't!" 

**Itis." 

**T' church clock's t' one to go by, anyhow," 
the sexton's son maintained. 

His fHend guffawed aloud. 

** And it's a reight un to go by too, my sakes ! 
when thee feyther shifts t' time back'ards and 
for'ards every Sunday morning to suit hissen." 

** To suit hissen ! To suit t' ringers, ye mean I " 
said the sexton's son. 

"What's thou to do wi' t* ringers?" was the 
reply, enforced apparently by a punch in the back, 
and the two lads came cuffing and struggling up 
the field, much to my alarm, but fortunately they 
were too busy to notice us. 

Meanwhile, the rest had not been idle at the 
wall. Jem had climbed on the cart, and peeping 
through a brick hole he could see that they had 
with some difficulty disengaged a very heavy stone. 
As we were turning our heads to watch the two 
lads fighting near our hiding-place, we heard the 
stone strike with a heavy thud upon the rotten ice 
below, and it was echoed by a groan of satisfaction 
from above. 

(" Ready ! " I whispered.) 

" Yon'Il break somebody's nose when it's frosted 
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in," cried Bob Furniss, in a tone of sincere gratifi- 
cation. 

**Eh, Tim Binder 1 there'll be a rare job for 
thee feyther next spring, fettling up this wall, by 
t* time we've done wi* it." 

**Let me come," we heard Tim say. "Thou 
can't handle a stone. Let me come. Th' ice is as 
soft as loppered milk, and i' ten minutes I'll fill 
yon bit they're so chuff of skating on, as thick wi' 
stones as a quarry." 

("Nowl^'Isaid.) 

Our foes considerably outnumbered us, but I 
think they were at a disadvantage. They had 
worked off a good deal of their steam, and ours 
was at explosion point. We took them by surprise 
and in the rear. They had had some hard exer- 
cise, and we were panting to begin. As a matter 
of fact those who could get away ran away. We 
caught all we could, and punched and pummelled 
and rolled them in the snow to our hearts' con- 
tent. 

Jem never was much of a talker, and I never 
knew him speak when he was fighting ; but three 
several times on this occasion, I heard him say 
very stiffly and distinctly (he was on the top of 
Tim Binder), " I'll fettle thee I I'll fettle thee ! 
I'll fettle thee ! " 

The battle was over, the victory was ours, but 
the campaign was not ended, and thenceforwaixl 
the disadvantages would be for us. Even real 
warfare is complicated when men fight with men 
less civilized than themselves ; and we had learnt 
before now that when we snowballed each other or 
snowballed the rougher " lot " of village boys, we 
did so under different conditions. We had our 
own code of honour and fairness, but Bob Furniss 
was not above putting a stone into a snowball if he 
owed a grudge. 

So when we heard a rumour that the bigger 
" roughs " were going to join the younger ones, 
and lie in wait to "pay us off" the first day we 
came down to the ice, I cannot say we felt com- 
fortable, though we resolved to be courageous. 
Meanwhile, the thaw continued, which suspended 
operations, and gave time, which is good for 
healing; and Christmas came, and we and our 
foes met and mingled in the mummeries of the 
season, and wished each other Happy New Years, 
and said nothing about the pond. 

How my father came to hear of the matter we 
did not know at the time, but one morning he 
summoned Jem and me, and bade us tell him all 
about it. I was always rather afraid of my father, 
and I should have made out a venr stammering 
story, but Jem flushed up like a turkey-cock, and 
gave our version of the business very straight- 
forwardly. The other side of the tale my father 



had evidently heard, and we fancied he must have 
heard also of the intended attack on us, for it 
never took place, and we knew of interviews which 
he had witn John Binder and others of our neigh- 
bours ; and when the frost came in January, we 
found that the stones had been taken out of the 
pond, and my father gave us a sharp lecture 
against being quarrelsome and giving ourselves 
airs, and it ended with — " The pond is mine. I 
wish you to remember it because it makes it your 
duty to be hospitable and civil to the boys I allow 
to go on it. And I have very decidedly warned 
them and their parents to remember it, because if 
my permission for fair amusement is abused to 
damage and trespass, I shall withdraw the favour 
and prosecute intruders. But the day I shut up 
my pond from my neighbours, I shall forbid you 
and Jack to go on it again unless the fault is more 
entirely on one side than it's likely to be when 
boys squabble. " 

My father waved our dismissal, but I hesitated. 

** The boys won't think we told tales to you to 
get out of another fight ? " I gasped. 

"Everybody knows perfectly well how I heard. 
It came to the sexton's ears, and he very properly 
informed me." 

I felt relieved, and the first day we had on the 
ice went off very fairly. The boys were sheepish 
at first and slow to come on, and when they had 
assembled in force they were inclined to be bully- 
ing. But Jem and I kept our tempers, and by- 
and-by my father came down to see us, and headed 
a long slide in which we and our foes were com- 
bined. As he left he pinched Jem's frosty ear, 
and said, " Let me hear if there's any real malice, 
but don't double your fists at every trifle. Slide 
and let slide ! slide and let slide ! " And he took 
a pinch of snuff and departed. 

And Jem was wonderfully peaceable for the 
rest of the day. A word from my father went a 
long way with him. They were very fond of each 
other. 

I had no love of fighting for fighting's sake, and 
I had other interests besides sliding and skating ; 
so I. was well satisfied that we got through the 
January frost without further breaches of the peace. 
Towards the end of the month we all went a good 
deal upon the milldam, and Mr. Wood (assisted 
by me as far as watching, handing tools and ask- 
ing questions went) made a rough sledge, in which 
he pushed Charlie before him as he skated ; and I 
believe the village boys, as well as his own school- 
fellows, were glad that Cripple Charlie had a 
share in the winter fun, for wherever Mr. Wood 
drove him, both sliders and skaters made way. 

And even on the pond there were no more real 
battles that winter. Only now and then some 
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mischievous urchin tripped up our brand-new 
skates, and b^[ged our pardon as he left us on 
our backs. And more than once, when "the 
i^and" in the middle of the pond was a very 
fairyland of hoar-frosted twigs and snow-plumed 
larches, I have seen its white loveliness rudely 
shaken, and skating round to discover the cause, 
have beheld Jem, with cheeks redder than his 
scarlet comforter, return an "accidental" shove 
with interest ; or, posed like aruffled robin redbreast, 
to defend a newly-made slide against intruders. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

"He it was who sent the snowflakes 

Sifting, hissine throueh the forest ; 

Froze the ponds, the lakes, the rivers, 
» » « » * 

Shinbegis, the diver, feared not." 

The Song of Hiawatha. 

THE first day of February was mild, and foggy, 
and cloudy, and in the night I woke feeling 
very hot, and threw off my quilt, and heard the 
dripping of soft rain in the dark outside, and 
thought, "There goes our skating." Towards 
morning, however, I woke again, and had to pull 
the quUt back into its place, and when I started 
after breakfast to see what the dam looked like, 
there was a sharpish frost, which, coming after a 
day of thaw, had given the ice such a fine smooth 
surface as we had not had for long. 

I felt quite sorry for Jem, because he was going 
in the dogcart with my father to see a horse, and 
as I hadn t got him to skate with, I went down to 
the farm after breakfast, to see what Charlie and 
the Woods were going to do. Charlie was not 
well, but Mr. Wood said he would come to the 
dam with me after dinner, as he had to go to the 
next village on business, and the dam lay in his 
way. 

"Keep to the pond this morning, Jack," he 
added, to my astonishment. "Remember it 
thawed all yesterday ; and if the wheel was freed 
and has been turning, it has run water off from 
under the ice, and all may not be sound that's 
smooth." 

The pond was softer than it looked, but the 
milldam was most tempting. A sheet of "glare 
ice," as Americans say, smooth and clear as a 
newly-washed window-pane. I did not go on it, 
but I brought Mr. Wood to it early in the after- 
noon, in the full hope that he would give me 
leave. 

We found several young men on the bank, some 



fastening their skates and some trying the ice with 
their heels, and as we stood there the numbers 
increased, and most of them went on without 
hesitation ; and when they rushed in groups to- 
gether, I noticed that the ice slightly swayed. 

"The ice bends a good deal," said Mr. Wood 
to a man standing next to us. 

"They say it^ not so like to break when it 
bends," was the reply; and the man moved on. 

A good many of the elder men from the village 
had come up, and a group, including John Binder, 
now stood sdongside of us. 

"There's a good sup of water atop of it," said 
the mason ; and I noticed then that the ice seemed 
to look wetter, like newly-washed glass still, but 
like glass that wants wiping dry. 

" Tm afraid the ice is not safe," said the school- 
master. 

" It's a tidy thickness, sir," said John Binder, 
and a heavy man, with his hands in his pockets 
and his back turned to us, stepped down and gave 
two or three jumps, and then got up again, and, 
with his back still turned towards us, said — 

"It's reight enough." 

** It's right enough for one man, but not for a 
crowd, I'm afraid. Was the waterwheel freed last 
night, do you know ? " 

" It was loosed last night, but it's froz again," 
said a bystander. 

" It's not freezing now," said the schoolmaster, 
"and you may see how much larger that weak 
place where the stream is has got since yesterday. 
However," he added, good-humouredly, "I sup- 
pose you think you know your own milldam and its 
ways better than I can ? " 

" Well," said the heavy man, still with his back 
to us, " I reckon we've slid on this dam a many 
winters iXox^you come. No offence, I hope?" 

"By no means," said the schoolmaster; "but 
if you old hands do begin to feel doubtful as the 
afternoon goes on, call off those lads at the other 
end in good time. And if you could warn them 
not to go in rushes t<»;ether — but perhaps they 
would not listen to you, he added with a spice of 
malice. 

"I don't suppose they would, sir," said John 
Binder, candidly. "They're very venturesome, 
is lads." 

" I reckon they'll suit themselves," said the 
heavy man, and he jumped on to the ice, and went 
off, still with his back to us. 

" If I hadn't lived so many years out of England 
and out of the world," said the schoolmaster, 
turning to me with a half-vexed laugh, "I don't 
suppose I should discredit m3rself to no purpose by 
telling fools they are in danger. Jack ! will you 
promise me not to go on the dam this afternoon?'^ 
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** It is dangerous, is it?" I asked reluct«tntly ; 
for I wanted sorely to join the rest. 

''That's a matter of opinion, it seems. But I 
have a wish that you should not go on till I come 
back. I'll be as quick as I can. Promise me." 

** I promise," said I. 

** Will you walk with me?" he asked. But I 
refused. I thought I would rather watch the 
others ; and accordingly, after I had followed the 
schoolmaster with my eyes as he strode off at a 
pace that promised soon to bring him back, I put 
my hands into my pockets and joined the groups 
of watchers on the bank. I suppose if I had 
thought about it, I might have observed that 
though I was dawdling about, my nose and ears 
and fingers were not nipped. Mr. Wood was 
right, — it had not been freezing for hours past. 

The first thing I looked for was the heavy man. 
He was so clumsy looking that I quite expected 
him to fall when he walked off on to ice only fit 
for skaters. But as I looked closer I saw that the 
wet on the top was beginning to have a curdled 
look, and that the glassiness of the milldam was 
much diminished. The heavy man's heavy boots 
got good foothold, and several of his friends, seeing 
this, went after him. And my promise weighed 
sorely on me. 

The next thing that drew my attention was a 
lad of about seventeen, who was skating really 
well. Indeed, everybody was looking at him, for 
he was the only one of the villagers who could 
perform in any but the clumsiest fashion, and, with 
an active interest that hovered between jeering and 
applause, his neigh1x>urs followed him up and 
down the dam. As I might not go on, I wan- 
dered up and down the bank too, and occasionally 
joined in a murmured cheer when he deftly evaded 
some intentional blunderer, or cut a figure at the 
request of his particular friends. I got tired at 
last, and went down to the pond, where I ploughed 
about for a time on my skates in solitude, for the 
pond was empty. Then I ran up to the house to 
see if Jem had come back, but he had not, and 
I returned to the dam to wait for the school- 
master. 

The crowd was larger than before, for every- 
body's work-hours were over ; and the skater was 
still displaying himself. He was doing very diffi- 
cult figures now, and I ran round to where the 
bank was covered with people watching him. In 
the minute that followed I remember three things 
with curious distinctness. First, that I saw Mr. 
Wood coming back, only one field off, and 
beckoned to him to be quick, because the lad was 
beginning to cut a double three backwards, and I 
wanted the schoolmaster to see it. Secondly, that 
the sight of him seemed suddenly to bring to my 



mind that we were all on the far side of the dam, 
the side he thought dangerous. And thirdly, 
that, quickly as my eyes passed from Mr. Wood 
to the skater, I caught sight of a bloated -looking 
young man, whom we all knew as a sort of typical 
" bad lot," standing with another man who was a 
great better, and from a movement between them, 
it just flashed through my head that they were 
betting as to whether the lad would cut the double 
three backwards or not. 

He cut one — two — ^and then he turned too 
quickly and his skate caught in the softening ice, 
and when he came headlong^, his head struck, and 
where it struck it went through. It looked so 
horrible that it was a relief to see him begin to 
struggle ; but the weakened ice broke around him 
with every effort, and he went down. 

For many a year afterwards I used to dream of 
his face as he sank, and of the way the ice heaved 
like the breast of some living thing, and fell back, 
and of the heavy waves that rippled over it out of 
that awful hole. But great as was the shock, it 
was small to the storm of shame and agony that 
came over me when I realized that every comrade 
who had been around the lad had saved himself 
by a rush to the bank, where we huddled together, 
a gaping crowd of foolhardy cowards, without 
skill to do anything or heart to dare anything to 
save him. 

At the time it maddened me so, that I felt that 
if I could not help the lad I would rather be 
drowned in the hole with him, and I began to 
scramble in a foolish way down the bank, but 
John Binder caught me by the arm and pulled me 
back, and said (I suppose to soothe me), 

** Yon's the schoolmaster, sir ; " and then I saw 
Mr. Wood fling himself over the hedge by the 
alder thicket (he was rather good at high jumps), 
and come flying along the bank towards us, when 
he said— 

"What's the matter?" 

I threw my arms round him and sobbed, *' He 
was cutting a double three backwards, and he 
went in." 

Mr. Wood unclasped my arms and turned to the 
rest. 

"What have you done with him?" he said, 
"Did he hurt himself?" 

If the crowd was cowardly and helpless, it was 
not indifferent ; and I shall never forget the hag- 
gard faces that turned by one impulse, where a 
dozen grimy hands pointed — ^to the hole. 

"He's drowned dead." "He's under t' ice." 
** He went right down," several men hastened to 
reply, but most of them only enforced the mute 
explanation of their pointed finger, with "He's 
yonder." 
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For yet an instant I don't think Mr. Wood 
believed it, and then he seized the man next to 
him (without looking, for he was blind with rage) 
and said — 

" He's yonder, and you're here? " 

As it happened, it was the man who had talked 
with his back to us. He was very big and very 
heavy, but he reeled when Mr. Wood shook him, 
like a feather caught by a storm. 

"You were foolhaniy enough an hour ago," 
said the schoolmaster. ** Won't one of you 
venture on to your own dam to help a drowning 
man?" 

*' There's none on us can swim, sir," said John 
Binder. **It's a bad job" — and he gave a sob 
that made me begin to cry again, and several other 
people too — "but where d be t' use of drowning 
five or six more atop of him ? " 

* * Can any of you run if you can't swim ? " said 
the schoolmaster. " Get a stout rope — as fast as 
you can, and send somebody for the doctor and a 
bottle of brandy, and a blanket or two to carry 
him home in. Jack ! Hold these." 

I took his watch and his purse, and he went 
down the bank and walked on to the ice ; but 
after a time his feet went through as the skater's 
head had gone. 

**It ain't a bit of use. There's naught to be 
done," said the bystanders : for, except those who 
had run to do Mr. Wood's bidding, we were all 
watching and all huddled closer to the edge than 
ever. The schoolmaster went down on his hands 
and knees, on which a big lad, with his hands in 
his trouser pockets, guffawed. 

"What's he up to now ? " he asked. 

" Thee may hand thee tongue if thee can do 
naught," said a mill-girl who had come up. " I 
reckon he knows what he's efter better nor thee." 
She had pushed to the front, and was crouched 
upon the edge, and seemed very much excited. 
" God bless him for trying to save t' best lad in t* 
village i' any fashion, say I ! There's them that's 
nearer kin to him and not so kind." 

Perhaps the strict justice of this taunt prevented 
a reply (for there lurks some fairness in the rough- 
est of us), or perhaps the crowd, being chiefly 
men, knew from experience that there are occa- 
sions when it is best to let a woman say her say. 

" Ye see he's trying to spread hisself out," John 
Binder explained in pacific tones. ** I reckon he 
thinks it'll bear him if he shifts half of his weight 
on to his hands." 

The girl got nearer to the mason, and looked up 
at him with her eyes full of tears. 

"Thank ye; John," she said. "D'ye think 
he'll get him out?" 

" Maybe, he will, my lass. He's a man that 



knows what he's doing. I'll say so much for 
him. " 

" Nay ! " added the mason sorrowfully. " Th' 
ice '11 never hold him — his hand's in — and there 
goes his knee. Maester ! maester ! " he shouted, 
" Come off ! come off I " and many a voice be- 
sides mine echoed him, " Come off ! come off ! " 

The girl got John Binder by the arm, and said 
hoarsely, "Fetch him off I He's a reight good 
'un — over good to be drownded, if — ^if it's of no 
use." And she sat down on the bank, and pulled 
her millshawl over her head, and cried as I had 
never seen anyone cry before. 

I was so busy watching her that I did not see 
that Mr. Wood had got back to the bank. Several 
hands were held but to help him, but he shook his 
head and said — " Got a knife ?" 

Two or three jack knives were out in an instant. 
He pointed to the alder thicket. " I want two 
poles," he said, "sixteen feet long, if you can, 
and as thick as my wrist at the bottom." 

"AU right, sir." 

He sat down on the bank, and I rushed up and 
took one of his cold wet hands in both mine, and 
said, " Please please, don't go on any more." 

" He must be dead ever so long ago," I added, 
repeating what I had heard. 

"He hasn't been in the water ten minutes," 
said the schoolmaster, laughing. "Jack ! Jack ! 
you're not half ready for travelling yet. You must 
learn not to lose your head and your heart and 
your wits and your sense of time in this fashion, if 
you mean to be any good at a pinch to yourself or 
your neighbours. Has the rope come ? " 

" No, sir." 

" Those poles ? " said the schoolmaster, getting 
up. 

" They're here ! " I shouted, as a young forest 
of poles came towards us, so willing had been the 
owners of the jack-knives. The thickest had been 
cut by the heavy man, and Mr. Wood took it first. 

" Thank you, friend, " he said. The man didn't 
speak, and he turned his back as usual, but he 
gave a sideways surly nod before he turned. The 
schoolmaster chose a second pole, and then pushed 
both before him right out on to the ice, in such a 
way that with the points touching each other they 
formed a sort of huge A, the thicker ends being 
the nearer to the bank. 

" Now Jack," said he, " pay attention ; and no 
more blubbering. There's always plenty of time 
for giving way afterwards, " 

As he spoke he scrambled on to the poles, and 
began to work himself and them over the ice, 
wriggling in a kind of snake fashion in the direc- 
tion of the hole. We watched him breathlessly, 
but within ten yards of the hole he stopped. He 
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evidently dared not go on ; and the same thought 
seized all of us — " Can he get back ? " Spreading 
his legs and arms he now lay flat upon the poles, 
peering towards the hole as if to try if he could 
see anything of the drowning man. It was only 
for an instant, then he rolled over on to the rotten 
ice, smashed through, and sank more suddenly 
than the skater had done. 

The mill-girl jumped up with a wild cry and 
rushed to the water, but John Binder pulled her 
back as he had pulled me. Martha, our house- 
maid, said afterwards (and was ready to take oath 
on the gilt-edged church service my mother gave 
her) that the girl was so violent that it took 
fourteen men to hold her; but Martha wasn't 
there, and I only saw two, one at each arm, and 
when she fainted they laid her down and left her, 
and hurried back to see what was going on. For 
tenderness is an acquired grace in men, and it was 
not common in our neighbourhood. 

What was going on was that John Binder had 

lorn his hat from his head and was saying, "I 

don't know if there's aught we can do, but 1 can't 

go home myself and leave him yonder. I'm a 

married man with a family, but I don't vally my 
life if " 

But the rest of this speech was drowned in 
noise more eloquent than words, and then it broke 
into cries of "See thee! — It is — it's t'maester ! 
and he has — no ! — yea ! — ^he has — he's gotten him. 
Poily, lass ! he's fetched up thy Arthur by t* hair 
of his heead." 

It was strictly true. The schoolmaster told me 
afterwards how it was. When he found that the 
ice would bear no longer, he rolled into the water 
on purpose, but, to his horror, he felt himself 
seized by the drowning man, which pulled him 
suddenly down. The lad had risen once, it seems, 
though we had not seen him, and had got a breath 
of air at the hole, but the edge broke in his 
numbed fingers, and he sank again and drifted 
under the ice. When he rose the second time, by 
an odd chance it was just where Mr. Wood broke 
in, and his clutch of the schoolmaster nearly cost 
both their lives. 

"If ever," said Mr. Wood, when he was talking 
about it afterwards, " if ever. Jack, when you're 
out in the world you get under water, and some- 
body tries to save you ; when he grips you^ don't 
seize him^ if you can muster self-control to avoid 
it. If you cling to him, you'll either drown both, 
or you'll force him to do as I did — throttle ycu, to 
keep you quiet." 

"Did you?" I gasped. 

"Of course I did. I got him by the throat and 
dived with him — the only real risk I ran, as I did 
not know how deep the dam was." 



" It's an old quarry," said I. 

"I know now. We went down well, and I 
squeezed his throat as we went. As soon as he 
was still we naturally rose, and I turned on my 
back and got him by the head. I looked about 
for the hole, and saw it glimmering at jve me like 
a moon in a fog, and then up we came." 

When they did come up, our joy was so great 
that for the moment we felt as if all was accom- 
plished ; but far the hardest part really was to 
come. When the schoolmaster clutched the poles 
once more, and drove one under the lad's arms 
and under his own left arm, and so kept his 
burden afloat whilst he broke a swimming path 
for himself vith the other, our admiration of his 
cleverness gave place to the blessed thought that it 
might now be possible to help him. The sight of 
the poles seemed suddenly to suggest it, and in a 
moment every spare pole had been seized, and, 
headed by our heavy friend, eight or ten men 
plunged in, and, smashing the ice before them, 
wad^ out to meet the schoolmaster. On the 
bank we were dead silent ; in the water they 
neither stopped nor spoke till it was breast high 
round their leader. 

I have often thought, and have always felt quite 
sure, that if the heavy man had gone on till the 
little grey waves and the bits of ice closed over 
him, not a soul of those who followed him would — 
nay, could — ^have turned back. Heroism, like 
cowardice, is contagious, and I do not think there 
was one of us by that time who would have feared 
to dare or grudged to die. 

As it was, the heavy man stood still and shouted 
for the rope. It had come, and perhaps it was 
not the smallest effect of the day's teaching, that 
those on the bank paid it out at once to those in 
the water till it reached the leader, without waiting 
to ask why he wanted it. The grace of obedience 
is slow to be learnt by disputatious northmen, but 
we had had some hard teaching that afternoon. 

When the heavy man got the rope he tied the 
middle part of it round himself, and, coiling the 
shoiter end, he sent it, as if it had been a quoit, 
skimming over the ice towards the schoolmaster. 
As it unwound itself it slid along, and after a 
struggle Mr. Wood grasped it. I fancy he fastened 
it round the lad's Ixxiy ; and got his own hands 
freer to break the ice before them. Then the 
heavy man turned, and the long end of the line, 
passing from hand to hand in the water, was 
seized upon the bank by every one who could get 
hold of^ it I never was more squeezed and 
buffeted in my life ; but we fairly fought for the 
privilege of touching if it were but a strand of the 
rope that dragged them in. 

And a flock of wild birds, resting on their 
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journey at the other end of the milldam, rose in 
terror and pursued their seaward way ; ■ so wild 
and so prolonged were the echoes of that strange, 
speechless cry in which collective man gives vent 
to overpowering emotion. 

It is odd, when one comes to think of it, but I 
know it is true, for two sensible words would have 
stuck in my own throat and choked me, but I 
cheered till I could cheer no longer. 



CHAPTER IX. 

" In doubtful matters Courage may do much :— In despe- 
rate — Patience. " 

Old Proverb. 

THE young skater duly recovered, and thence- 
forward Mr. Wood's popularity in the village 
was established, and the following summer he 
started a swimraing-class, to which the young men 
flocked with more readiness than they commonly 
showed for efforts made to improve them. 

For my own part I had so realised, to my shame, 
that one may feel very adventurous and yet not 
know how to venture or what to venture in the 
time of need, that my whole heart was set upon 
getting the schoolmaster to teach me to swim and 
to dive, with any other lessons in preparedness of 
body and mind which I was old enough to profit 
by. And if the true tales of his own experiences 
were more interesting than the Penny Numbers, 
it was better still to feel that one was qualifying in 
one's own proper person for a life of adventure. 

During the winter Mr. Wood built a boat, which 
was christened the Adela^ after his wife. It was 
an interesting process to us all. I hung about and 
did my best to be helpful, and both Jem and I 
spoiled our everyday trousers, and rubbed the 
boat's sides, the day she was painted. It was 
from the Adda that Jem and I had our first swim- 
ming-lessons, Mr. Wood lowering us with a rope 
under our arms, by which he gave us as much sup- 
port as was needed, whilst he taught us how to 
strike out. 

We had swimming-races on the canal, and 
having learned to swim and dive without our 
clothes, we learnt to do so in them, and found it 
much more difficult for swimming and easier for 
diving. It was then that the trousers we had 
damaged when the Adela was built came in most 
usefully, and saved us from having to attempt the 
at least equally difficult task of persuading my 
mother to let us spoil good ones in an amusement 
which had the unpardonable quality of being "very 
odd." 



Dear old Charlie had as much fun out of the 
boat as we had, though he could not learn to dive. 
He used to look as if every minute of a pull up the 
canal on a sunny evening gave him pleasure ; and 
the brown Irish spaniel Tem gave him used to 
swim after the boat and look up in Charlie's face 
as if it knew how he enjoyed it. And later on, 
Mr. Wood taught Bob Fumiss to row and Charlie 
to steer ; so that Charlie could sometimes go out 
and feel quite free to stop the boat when and where 
he liked. That was after he started so many col- 
lections of insects and water-weeds, and shells, and 
things you can only see under a microscope. Bob 
and he used to take all kinds of pots and pans and 
nets and dippers with them, so that Charlie could 
fish up what he wanted, and keep things separate. 
He was obliged to keep the live things he got for 
his fresh-water aquarium in different jam-pots, 
because he could never be sure which would eat 
up which till he knew them better, and the water- 
scorpions and the dragon-fly larvae ate everything. 
Bob Fumiss did not mind pulling in among the 
reeds and waiting as long as you wanted. Mr. 
Wood sometimes wanted to get back to his work, 
but Bob never wanted to get back to his. And 
he was very good-natured about getting into the 
water and wading and grubbing for things ; indeed, 
I think he got to like it. 

At first Mr. Wood had been rather afraid of 
trusting Charlie with him. He thought Bob 
might play tricks with the boat, even though he 
knew how to manage her, when there was only 
one helpless boy with him. But Mrs. Fumiss 
said, **Nay! Our Bob's a bad 'un, but he's not 
one of that sort, he'll not plague them that's 
afflicted." And she was quite right ; for though 
his father said he could be trasted with nothing 
else, we found he could be tmsted with Cripple 
Charlie. 

It was two days before the summer holidays 
came to an end that Charlie asked me to come 
down to the farm and help him to put away his 
fern collection and a lot of other things into the 
places that he had arranged for them in his room ; 
for now that the schoolroom was wanted again, 
he could not leave his papers and boxes about 
there. Charlie lived at the farm altogether now. 
He was better there than on the moors, so he 
boarded there and went home for visits. The 
room Mrs. Wood had given him was the one 
where the old miser had slept. In a memorandum 
left with his will it appeared that he had expressed 
a wish that the furniture of that room should not 
be altered, which was how they knew it was his. 
So Mrs. Wood had kept the curious old oak bed 
(the back of which was fastened into the wall), 
and an old oak press, with a great number of 
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drawers with brass handles to them, and all the 
queer furniture that she found there, just as it was. 
£ven the brass warming-pan was only rubbed and 
put back in its place, and the big bellows were 
duly hung up by the small fireplace. But every- 
thing was so polished up and cleaned, the walls 
repapered with a soft grey-green paper spaAgled 
with dogdaisies, and the room so brightened up 
with fresh blinds and bedclothes, and a bit of 
bright carpet, that it did not look in the least 
dismal, and Charlie was very proud and very fond 
of it. It had two windows, one where the bee- 
hive was, and one very sunny one, where he had a 
balm of Gilead that Isaac's wife gave him, and his 
old medicine-bottles full of cuttings on the upper 
ledge. The old women used to send him *'slip< 
pings'' off their fairy roses and myrtles and fuchsias, 
and they rooted very well in that window, there 
was so much sun. 

Charlie had only just begun a fern collection, 
and I had saved my pocket-money (I did not want 
it for anything else) and had bought him several 
quires of cartridge-paper; and Dr. Brown had 
given him a packet of medicine-labels to cut up into 
strips to fasten his specimens in with, and the 
collection looked very well and very scientific ; 
and all that remained was to find a good place to 
put it away in. The drawers of the press were of 
all shapes and sizes, but there were two longish 
very shallow oneis that just matched each other, 
and when I pulled one of them out, and put the 
fern-papers in, they fitted exactly, and the drawer 
just held half the collection. I called Charlie to 
look, and he hobbled up on his crutches and was 
delighted, but he said he should like to put the 
others in himself, so I got him into a chair, and 
shut up the full drawer and pulled out the empty 
one, and went downstairs for the two mole-skins 
we were curing, and the glue-pot, and the toffy- 
tin, and some other things that had to be cleared 
out of the schoolroom now the holidays were over. 

When I came back the fern-papers were still 
outside, and Charlie was looking flushed and 



cross. 



" I don't know how you managed," he said, 
''but I can't get them in. This drawer must be 
shorter than the other ; it doesn't go nearly so far 
back," 

"Oh ye«, it does, Charlie!" I insisted, for I 
felt as certain as people always do feel aboat little 
d(rtalls of that kind. " The drawers are exactly 
aUk«; yon can't have got the fern-sheets quite 
dii^b with each other/' and I began to arrange the 
tra^rful <>f things I had brought upstairs in the 
boi wm *i{ th<e cupboard. 

^ ( kfww It's the drawer," I heard Charlie say. 
<** H«%> a« oUtUnAte as pft«»tble/* thought L) 



Then I heard him banging at the wood with his 
fists and his crutch. ('* He tr in a temper ! " was 
my mental comment) After this my attention 
was distracted for a second or two by seeing what 
I thought was a bit of tofiy left in the tin, and 
biting It and finding it was a piece of sheet-glue. 
I had not spit* out all the disgust of it, when 
Charlie called me in low, awe-struck tones : "Jack! 
come here. Quick !" 

I ran to him. The drawer was open, but it 
seemed to have another drawer inside it, a long, 
narrow, shallow one. 

''I hit the back, and this sprang out," said 
Charlie. ** It's a secret drawer — and look ! " 

I did look. The secret drawer was closely 
packed with rolls of thin leaflets, which we 
were old enough to rec(^;mze as bank-notes, 
and with little bags of wash-leather; and when 
Charlie opened the little bags they were filled 
with gold. 

There was a paper with the money, written by 
the old miser, to say that it was a codicil to his 
will, and that the money was all for Mrs. Wood. 
Why he had not left it to her in the will itself 
seemed very puzzling, but his lawyer (whom the 
Woods consulted about it) said that he always did 
things in a very eccentric way, but generaUy for 
some sort of reason, even it were rather a freaky 
one, and that perhaps he thought that the rela- 
tions would be less spiteful at first if they did 
not know about the money, and that Mrs. Wood 
would soon find it, if she used and valued his old 
press. 

I don't quite know whether there was any fuss 
with the relations about this part of the bequest, 
but I suppose the lawyer managed it all right, for 
the Woods got the money and gave up the school. 
But they kept the old house, and bought some 
more land, and Walnut-tree Academy became 
Walnut-tree Farm once more. And Cripple 
Charlie lived on with them, and he was so happy, 
it really seemed as if my dear mother was right 
when she said to my father, "I am so pleased, my 
dear, for that poor boy's sake, I can hardly help 
crying. He's got two homes and two fathers and 
mothers, where many a young man has none, as if 
to make good his afiliction to him." 

It puzzles me, even now, to think how my 
father could have sent Jem and me to Crayshaw's 
School. (Nobody ever called him Mr. Crayshaw 
except the parents of pupils who lived at a dis- 
tance. In the neighbourhood he and his whole 
establishment were lumped under the one word 
Crayshomfs, and as a farmer hard by once said to 
me, "CrajTshaw's is universally disrespected.") 

I do not think it was merdy because "Cray- 
shaw's " was cheap that we were sent there, though 
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my father had so few reasons to give for his choice 
that he quoted that among them. A man with 
whom he had had business dealings (which gave 
him much satisfaction for some years, and more 
dissatisfaction afterwards) did really, I think, per- 
suade my father to send us to this school, one 
evening when they were dining together. 

Few things are harder to guess at than the 
grounds on which an Englishman of my father's 
type ** makes up his mind ; and yet the question 
is an important one, for an idea once lodged in his 
head, a conviction once as much his own as the 
family acres, and you will as soon part him from 
the one as from the other. I have known little 
matters of domestic improvements, in which my 
mother's comfort was concerned and her experi« 
ence conclusive, for which he grudged a few 
shillings, and was absolutely impenetrable by her 
persuasions and representations. And I have 
known him waste pounds on things of the most 
curious variety, foisted on him by advertising 
agents without knowledge, trial, or rational ground 
of confidence. I suppose that persistency, a 
glibber tongue than he himself possessed, a mass of 
printed rubbish which always looks imposing to 
the unliterary, that primitive combination of autho- 
ritativeness and hospitality which makes some men 
as ready to say Yes to a stranger as they are to say 
No at home, and perhaps some lack of morad 
courage, may account for it. I can clearly re- 
member how quaintly sheepish my father used to 
look after committing some such folly, and how, 
after the first irrepressible fall of countenance, my 
mother would have defended him against any- 
body else's opinion, let alone her own. Young as 
I was I could feel that, and had a pretty accurate 
estimate of the value of the moral lecture on faith 
in one's fellow-creatures, which was an unfailing 
outward sign of my father's inward conviction that 
he had been taken in by a rogue. I knew too, 
well enough, that my mother's hasty and earnest 
Amen to this discourse was an equally reliable 
token of her knowledge that my father sorely 
needed defending, and some instinct made me 
aware also that my father knew that this was so. 
That he knew that it was that tender generosity 
towards one's beloved, in which so many of her 
sex so far exceed ours, and not an intellectual con- 
viction of his wisdom, which made her support 
what he had done, and that feeling this he felt 
dissatisfied, and snapped at her accon^ingly. 

The dislike my dear mother took to the notion 
of our going to Crayshaw's only set seals to our 
faXt, and the manner of her protests was not more 
fortunate than the matter. She was timid and 
vascillating from wifely habit, whilst motherly 
^xiety goaded her to be persistent and almost 



irritable on the subject. Habitually regarding 
her own wishes and views as worthless, she quoted 
the Woods at every turn of her arguments, which 
was a mistake, for my father was sufficiently like 
the rest of his neighbours not to cotton very 
warmly to people whose tastes, experiences, and 
lines of thought were so much but of the common 
as those of the ex-convict and hb wife. More- 
over, he had made up his mind, and when one 
has dpne that, he is proof against seventy men 
who can render a reason. 

To rumours which accused " Crayshaw's " of 
undue severity, of discomfort, of bad teaching and 
worse manners, my father opposed arguments 
which he allowed were " oldfashioned " and 
which were far-fetched from the days of our great- 
grandfather. 

A strict schoolmaster was a good schoolmaster, 
and if more parents were as wise as Solomon on 
the subject of the rod, Old England would not be 
discredited by such a namby-pamby race as young 
men of the present day seemed by all accounts to 
be. It was high time the boys did rough it a bit; 
would my mother have them always tied to her 
apron-strings? Great Britain would soon be 
Little Britain if boys were to be brought up like 
young ladies. As to teaching, it was the fashion 
to make a fuss about it, and a pretty pass learning 
brought some folks to, to judge by the papers and 
all one heard. His own grandfather lived to 
ninety-seven, and died sitting in his chair, in a 
bottle-green coat and buff breeches. He wore a 
pigtail to the day of his death, and never would 
be contradicted by anybody. He had often told 
my father that at the school hi went to, the master 
signed the receipts for his money with a cross, but 
the usher was a bit of a scholar, and the boys had 
cream to their porridge on Sundays. And the old 
gentleman managed his own affairs to ninety -seven, 
and threw the doctor's medicine-bottles out of the 
window then. He died without a doubt on his 
mind or a debt on his books, and my father 
(taking a pinch out of Great-Grandfather's snuff- 
box) hoped Jem and I might do as well. 

In short, we were sent to " Crayshaw's." 

It was not a happy period of my life. It was 
not a good or wholesome period ; and I am not 
fond of recalling it. The time came when I 
shrank from telling Charlie everything, almost as 
if he had been a girl. His life was lived in such 
a different atmosphere, under such different condi- 
tions. I could not trouble him, and I did not 
believe he could make allowances for me. But on 
our first arrival I wrote him a long letter (Jem 
never wrote letters), and the other day he showed 
it to me. It was a first impression, but a suffi- 
ciently vivid and truthful one, so I give it here. 
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Crayshaw's (for that's what they call it here, 
and a beastly hole it is). 

Monday, 

My dear old Charlie, — We came earlier 
than was settled, for father got impatient and 
there was nothing to stop us, but I don't think 
old Crayshaw liked our coming so soon. You 
never saw such a place, it's so dreary. A boy 
showed us straight into the schoolroom. There 
are three rows of double desks running down the 
room and disgustingly dirty, I don't know what 
Mrs. Wood would say, and old Crayshaw's desk 
is in front of the fire, so that he can see all the 
boys sideways, and it just stops any heat coming 
to them. And there he was, and I don't think 
father liked the look of him particularly, you never 
saw an uglier. Such a flaming face and red eyes 
like Bob Fumiss's ferret and great big whiskers ; 
but I'll make you a picture of him, at least I'll 
make two pictures, for Lewis Lorraine says he's 
got no beard on Sundays, and rather a good one 
on Saturdays. Lorraine is a very rum fellow, but 
I like him. It was he showed us in, and he did 
catch it afterwards, but he only makes fun of it. 
Old Crayshaw's desk had got a lot of canes on 
one side of it and a most beastly dirty snufiy red and 
green handkerchief on the other, and an ink-pot 
in the middle. He made up to father like any- 
thing and told such thumpers. He said there 
were six boys in one room, but really there's 
twelve. Jem and I sleep together. There's 
nothing to wash in and no prayers. If you say 
them you get boots at your head, and one hit Jem 
behind the ear, so I pulled his sleeve and said, 
**Get up, you can say them in bed." But you 
know Jem, and he said, "Wait till I've done, 
God bless father and mother^'* and when he had, 
he went in and fought, and I backed him up, and 
then old Crayshaw found us, and oh, how he did 
beat us ! 

Wednesday^ Old Suuflfy is a regular brute, 

and I don't care if he finds this and sees what I 
say. But he won't, for the milkman is taking it. 
He always does if you can pay him. But I've put 
most of my money into the bank. Three of the 
top boys have a bank, and we all have to deposit, 
only I kept fourpence in one of my boots. They 
give us bank-notes for a penny and a halfpenny ; 
they make them themselves. The sweetshop 
takes them. They only give you eleven penny 
notes for a shilling in the bank, or else it would 
burst. At dinner we have a lot of pudding to 
begin with, and it's very heavy. You can hardly 
eat anything afterwards. The first day Lorraine 
said quite out loud and very polite, '* Did you say 
duff before meat, young gentlemen?" and I couldn't 
help laughing, and old Snufiy beat his head 



horridly with his dirty fists. But Lorraine minds 
nothing ; he sajs he knows old Snufiy will kUi 
him some day, but he says he doesn't want to live, 
for his father and mother are dead ; he only wants 
to catch old Snuffy in three more booby-traps 
before he dies. He's caught him in four already. 
You see, when old Snuffy is cat-walking he wears 
goloshes that he may sneak about better, and the 
way Lorraine makes boobytraps is by balancing 
cans of water on the door when it's ajar, so that 
he gets doused, and the can falls on his head, and 
strings across the bottom of the door, not far from 
the ground, so that he catches his goloshes and 
comes down. The other fellows say that old 
Crayshaw had a lot of money given him in trust 
for Lorraine, and he's spent it all, and Lorraine 
has no one to stick up for him, and that's why 
Crayshaw hates him. 

Saturday, I could not catch the milkman, 

and now I've got your letter, though Snu% read 
it first. Jem and I cry dreadful in bed. That's 
the comfort of being together. I'll try and be as 
good as I can, but you don't know what this place 
is. It's very different to the farm. Do you 
remember the row about that book Horace Simp- 
son got? I wish you could see the books the 
bo3rs have here. At least I don't wish it, for I 
wish I didn't look at them, the milkman brings 
them ; he always will if you can pay him. When 
I saw old Snufiy find one in Smith's desk, I ex- 
pected he would half kill him, but he didn't do 
much to him, he only took the book away ; and 
Lorraine says he never does beat them much for 
that, because he doesn't want them to leave off 
buying them, because he wants them himself. 
Don't tell the Woods this. Don't tell mother 
Jem and I cry, or else she'll be miserable. I don't 
so much mind the beatings (Lorraine says you get 
hard in time), nor the washing at the sink — ^nor 
the duff puddings— but it is such a beastly hole, 
and he is such an old brute, and I feel so dreadful 
I can't tell you. Give my love to Mrs. Wood and 
to Mr. Wood, and to Carlo and to Mary Anne, and 
to your dear dear self, and to Isaac when you see 
him. 

And I am your affectionate fnend. 

Jack, 

P. S. Jem sends his best love, and he's got two 
black eyes. 

P.S. No. 2. You would be sorry for Lorraine 
if you knew him. Sometimes I'm afiraid he'll kill 
himself, for he says there's really nothing in the 
Bible about suicide. So I said— killing yourself 
is as bad as killing anybody else. So he said — is 
stealing from yourself as bad as stealing from any- 
body else ? And we had a regular argu£. Some 
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of the boys argle-bargle on Sundays, he says, but 
most of them fight. When they differ, they put- 
tin-tacks with the heads downwards on each 
other's places on the forms in school, and if they 
run into you and you scream, old Snuffy beats you. 
The milkman brings them, by the half ounce, with 
very sharp points, if you can pay him. Most of 
the boys are a horrid lot, and so dirty. Lorraine 
is as dirty as the rest, and I asked him why, and 
he said it was because he'd thrown up the sponge ; 
but he got rather red, and he's washed himself 
cleaner this morning. He says he has an uncle in 
India, and some time ago he wrote to him, and 
told him about Crayshaw's, and gave the milkman 
a diamond pin, that had been his father's, and 
Snuffy didn't know about, to post it with plenty of 
stamps, but he thinks he can't have put plenty on, 
for no answer ever came. I've told him I'll post 
another one for him in the holidays. Don't say 
anything about this back in your letters. He 
reads 'em all. 

Monday. I've caught the milkman at last, 

he'll take it this evening. The lessons here are 
regular rubbish. I'm so glad I've a good knife, 
for if you have you can dig holes in your desk to 
put collections in. The boy next to me has ear- 
wigs, but you have to keep a look-out, or he puts 
them in your ears. I turned up a stone near the 
sink this morning, and got five woodlice for mine. 
It's considered a very good collection. 



CHAPTER X. 

" But none inquired how Peter used the rope. 
Or what the bruise that made the stripline stoop ; 
None could the ridges on his back bdiold. 
None sought him shiv'ring in the winter's cold. 

# » » » * 

The pitying women raised a clamour round." 

Crabbe, " The Borough." 

A GREAT many people say that all suffering 
is good for one, and I am sure pain does im- 
prove one very often, and in many ways. It 
teaches one sympathy, it softens and it strengthens. 
But I cannot help thinking that there are some 
evil experiences which only harden and stain. 
The best I can say for what we endured at Cray- 
shaw's is that it was experience, and so I suppose 
could not fail to teach one something, which, as 
Jem says, was ** more than Snuffy did." 

The affection with which I have heard men 
speak of their schooldays and schoolmasters makes 
me know that Mr. Crayshaw was not a common 
type of pedagogue. He was not a common type 
of man, happily ; but I have met other specimens in 



other parts of the world in which his leading 
quality was as fully developed, though their lives 
had nothing in common with his except the oppor- 
tunities of irresponsible power. 

The old wounds are scars now, it is long past 
and over, and I am grown up, and have roughed it 
in the world ; but I say quite deliberately that I 
believe that Mr. Crayshaw was not merely a harsh 
man, uncultured and inconsiderate, havmg need 
and greed of money, taking pupils cheap, teaching 
them little or nothing, and keeping a kind of 
rough order with too much flogging, — ^but that the 
mischief of him was that he was possessed by a 
passion (not the less fierce because it was unna- 
tural) which grew with indulgence and oppor- 
tunity, as other passions grow, and that this was a 
passion iox cruelty. 

One does not rough it long in this wicked world 
without seeing more cruelty both towards human 
beings and towards animals than one cares to 
think about ; but a large proportion of common 
cruelty come^ of ignorance, bad tradition and un- 
cultured sympathies. Some painful outbreaks of 
inhumanity, where one would least expect it, are 
no doubt strictly to be accounted for by disease. 
But over and above these common and these ex- 
ceptional instances, one cannot escape the con- 
viction that irresponsible power is opportunity in 
all hands and a direct temptation m some to 
cruelty, and that it affords horrible development 
to those morbid cases in which cruelty becomes a 
passion. 

That there should ever come a thirst for blood 
in men as well as tigers, is bad enough but con- 
ceivable when linked with deadly struggle, or at 
the wild dictates of revenge. But a lust for cruelty 
growing fiercer by secret and unchecked indul- 
gence, a hideous pleasure in seeing and inflicting 
pain, seenis so inhuman a passion that we shrink 
from acknowledging that this is ever so. 

And if it belonged to the past alone, to bar- 
barous despotisms or to savage life, one might 
wisely forget it ; for the dark pages of human 
history are unwholesome as well as unpleasant 
reading, unless the mind be very sane in a body 
very sound. But those in whose hands lie the 
destinies of the young and of the beasts who serve 
and love us, of the weak, the friendless, the sick 
and the insane, have not, alas ! this excuse for 
ignoring the black records of man's abuse of 
power ! 

Tne records of its abuse in the savage who loads 
women's slender shoulders with his burdens, leaves 
his sick to the wayside jackal, and knocks his 
aged father on the head when he is past work ; 
the brutality of slave-drivers, the iniquities of 
vice-maddened eastern despots; — such things 
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those who never have to deal with them may 
afford to forget. 

But men who act for those who have no natural 
protectors, or have lost the power of protecting 
themselves, who legislate for those who have no 
voice in the making of laws, and for the brute 
creation, which we win to our love and domesticate 
for our convenience ; who apprentice pauper boys 
and girls, who meddle with the matters of weak 
women, sick persons, and young children, are 
bound to face a far sadder issue. That even in 
these days, when human love again and again 
proves itself not only stronger than death, but 
stronger than all the selfish nopes of life ; when 
the everyday manners of everyday men are conces- 
sions of courtesy to those who have not the strength 
to claim it ; when children and pet animals are 
spoiled to grotesqueness ; when the good deeds of 
priest and physician, nurse and teacher, surpass 
all earthly record of them — man, as man, is no 
more to be trusted with unchecked power than 
hitherto. 

The secret histories of households, where power 
should be safest in the hands of love ; of hos- 
pitals, of schools, of orphanages, of poorhouses, of 
lunatic-asylums, of religious communities founded 
for God's worship and man's pity, of institutions 
which assume the sacred title as well as the 
responsibilities of Home — from the single guar- 
dian of some rural idiot to the great society which 
bears the blessed Name of Jesus — have not each 
and all their dark stories, their hushed-up scandals, 
to prove how dire is the need of public opinion 
without, and of righteous care within, that what is 
well begun should be well continued ? 

If anyone doubts this, let him pause on each 
uistance, one by one, and think of what he has 
seen, and heard, and read, and known of; and 
he will surely' come to the conviction that human 
nature cannot, even in the very service of charity, 
be safely trusted with the secret exercise of irre- 
sponsible power, and that no light can be too 
fierce to beat upon and purify every spot where the 
weak are committed to the tender mercies of the 
consciences of the strong. 

Mr. Crayshaw's conscience was not a tender one, 
and very little light came into his out-of-the-way 
establishment, and no check whatever upon his 
cruelty. It had various effects on the different 
boys. It killed one in my day, and the doctor 
(who had been " in a difficulty " some years back, 
over a matter through which Mr. Crayshaw helped 
him with bail and testimony) certified to heart 
disease, and we all had our pocket-handkerchiefs 
washed, and went to the funeral. And Snuffy 
had cards printed with a black edge, and several 
angels and a broken lily, and the hymn — 



*' Death has been here and borne away 

A brother from our side ; 
Just in the moming of his day. 

As young as we he died." 

— and sent them to all the parents. But the pupils 
had to pay for the stamps. And my dear mother 
cried dreadfully, first because she was so sorry for 
the boy, and secondly because she ever had felt 
uncharitably towards Mr. Crayshaw. 

Crayshaw's cruelty crushed others, it made liars 
and sneaks of boys naturally honest, and it pro- 
duced in Lorraine an unchildlike despair that was 
almost grand, so far was the spirit above the flesh 
in him. But I think its commonest and strangest 
result was to make the boys bully each other. 

One of the least cruel of the tyrannies the big 
boys put upon the little ones, sometimes bore very 
hardly on those who were not strong. They used 
to ride races on our backs and have desperate 
mounted battles and tournaments. In many a 
playgpround and home since then I have seen boys 
tilt and race, and steeplechase, with smaller boys 
upon their backs, and plenty of wholesome rough- 
and-tumble in the game ; and it has given me a 
twinge of heartache to think how, even when we 
were at play, Crayshaw's baneful spirit cursed us 
with its example, so that the big and strong could 
not be happy except at the expense of the little and 
weak. 

For it was the big ones who rode the little ones, 
with neatly-cut ash-sticks and clumsy spurs. I 
can see them now, with the thin legs of the small 
boys tottering under them, like a young donkey 
overridden by a coalheaver. 

I was a favourite horse, for I was active and 
nimble, and (which was more to the point) well 
made. It was the shambling, ill-proportioned 
lads who suffered most. The biggest boy in school 
rode me, as a rule, but he was not at all a bad 
bully, so I was lucky. He never spurred me, and 
he boasted of my willingness and good paces. I 
am sure he did not know, I don't suppose he ever 
stopped to think, how bad it was for me, or what 
an aching lump of prostration I felt when it was 
over. The day I fainted after winning a steeple- 
chase, he turned a bucket of cold water over me, 
and as this roused me into a tingling vitality of 
pain, he was quite proud of his treatment, and 
told me nothing brought a really good horse round 
after a hard day like a bucket of clean water. And 
(so much are we the creatures of our conditions !) 
I remember feeling something approaching to 
satisfaction at the reflection that I had ''gone till 
I dropped," and had been brought round after the 
manner of the best-conducted stables. 

It was not that that made Jem and me run away. 
(For we did run away.) Overstrain and collapse, 
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ill-usage short of torture, hard living and short 
commons, one got a certain accustomedness to, 
according to the merciful law which within certain 
limits makes a second nature for us out of use and 
wont. The one pain that knew no pause, and 
allowed of no revival, the evil that overbore us, 
mind and body, was the evil of constant dread. 
Upon us little boys fear lay always, and the terror 
of it was that it was uncertain. What would come 
next, and from whom, we never knew. 

It was I who settled we should run away. I 
did it the night that Jem gave in, and would do 
nothing but cry noiselessly into his sleeve and wish 
he was dead. So I settled it and told Lorraine. I 
wanted him to come too, but he would not. He 
pretended that he did not care, and he said he had 
nowhere to go to. But he got into Snuffy's very 
own room at daybreak whilst we stood outside 
and heard him snoring ; and very loud he must 
have snored too, for I could hear my heart thump- 
ing so I should not have thought I could have 
heard anything else. And Lorraine took the 
back-door key off the drawers, and let us out, and 
took it back again. He feared nothing. There 
was a walnut-tree by the gate, and Jem said, 
" Suppose we do our faces like gipsies, so that 
nobody may know us." (For Jem was terribly 
frightened of being taken back.) So we found 
some old bits of peel and rubbed our cheeks, but 
we dared not linger long over it, and I said, *'We'd 
'better get further on, and we can hide if we hear 
steps or wheels." So we took each other's hands, 
and for nearly a mile we ran as hard as we could 
go, looking back now and then over our shoulders, 
Bke the picture of Christian and Hopeful running 
away from the Castle of Giant Despair. 

We were particularly afraid of the milkman, for 
milkmen drive about early, and be had taken a 
runaway boy back to CrayshaVs years before, 
and Snuffy gave him five shillings. They said he 
once helped another boy to getaway, but it was a big 
one, who gave him his gold watch. He would do 
anything if you paid him. Jem and I had each a 
little bundle in a handkerchief, but nothing in 
them that the milkman would have cared for. 
We managed very well, for we got behind a wall 
when he went by, and I felt so much cheered up 
I thought we should get home that day, far as it 
was. But when we got back into the road, I 
found that Jem was limping, for Snuffy had 
stamped on his foot when Jem had had it stuck 
out beyond the desk, when he was writing ; and 
the running had made it worse, and at last he sat 
down by the roadside, and said I was to go on 
home and send back for him. It was not very 
likely I would leave him to the chance of being 
pursued by Mr. Crayshaw ; but there he sat, and 



I thought I never should have persuaded him to 
get on ray back, for good-natured as he is, Jem is 
as obstinate as a pig. But I said, " What's the 
use of my having been first horse with the heaviest 
weight in school, if I can't carry you ? " So he 
got up and I carried him a long way, and then a 
cart overtook us, and we got a lift home. And 
they knew us quite well, which shows how little 
use walnut-juice is, and it is disgusting to get off. 

I think, as it happened, it was very unfortunate 
that we had discoloured our faces ; for though my 
mother was horrified at our being so thin and 
pinched-looking, my father said that of course we 
looked frights with brown daubs all over our 
cheeks and necks. But then he never did notice 
people looking ill. He was very angry indeed, at 
first, about our running away, and would not 
listen to what we said. He was angry too with 
my dear mother, because she believed us, and 
called Snuffy a bad man and a brute. And he 
ordered the dog-eart to be brought round, and 
said that Martha was to give us some breakfast, 
and that we might be thankful to get that instead 
of a flogging, for that when he ran away from 
school to escape a thrashing, his father gave him 
one thrashing while the dog-cart was being brought 
round, and drove him straight back to school, 
where the schoolmaster gave him another. 

■-"And a very good thing for me," said my 
father, buttoning his coat, whilst my mother and 
Martha went about crying, and Jem and I stood 
silent. If we were to go back, the more we told, 
the worse would be Snuffy's revenge. An un- 
pleasant hardness was beginning to creep over me. 
** The next time I run away, was my thought, 
** I shall not run home." But with this came a 
rush of regret for Jem's sake. I knew that * * Cray- 
shaw's " did more harm to him than to me, and 
almost involuntarily I put my arms round him, 
thinking that if they would only let him stay, I 
could go back and bear anything, like Lewis 
Lorraine. Jem had been crying, and when he hid 
his face on my shoulder, and leaned against me, I 
thought it was for comfort, but he got heavier and 
heavier, till I called out, and he rolled from my 
arms and was caught in my father's. He had 
been standing about on the bad foot, and pain 
and weariness and hunger and fright overpowered 
him, and he had fainted. 

The dog-cart was counter-ordered, and Jem was 
put to bed, and Martha served me a breakfast that 
would have served six full-grown men. I ate far 
more than satisfied me, biit far less than satisfied 
Martha, who seemed to hope that cold fowl and 
boiled eggs, fried bacon and pickled beef, plain 
cakes and currant cakes, jam and marmalade, 
buttered toast, strong tea and unlimited sugar and 
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and jellow crean), wonld alone for the past in 
pioportion to the amount I ate, if it did not fatten 
me nnder her vjtt. I really think I spent the 
leM of the da^ in stupor. I am sue it was not 
till the folloKing morning that I learned the de- 
cmon to which my father had come atnat us. 
Jem waji too obviously ill to be anywhere at 



present Imt at home ; and my bther decided that 
he would not send him back to Crayshaw's a( all, 
but to a much more expensive school in the south 
of England, to which the parson of out parish 
was sending one of his sons. I was to return to 
Crayshaw's at once ; he could not afford Che ex- 
pensiTC school for us both, and Jem was the 
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eldest. Besides which, he was not going to coun- 
tenance rebellion in any school to which he sent 
his sons, or to insult a man so highly recom- 
mended to him as Mr. Crayshaw had been. 
There certainly seemed to have been some se« 
verity, and the boys seemed to be a very rough 
lot ; but Jem would fight, and if he gave he must 
take. His great-grandfather was just the same, 
and he fought the Putney Pet when he was five- 
and-twenty, and his parents thought he was sit- 
ting quietly at his desk in Fetter Lane. 

I loved Jem too well to be jealous of him, but 
I was not the less conscious of the tender tone in 
which my father always spoke even of his faults, 
and of the way it stiffened and cooled when he 
added that I was not so ready with my fists, but 
that I was as fond of my own way as Jem was of 
a fight ; but that setting up for being luilike other 
people didn't do for school life, and that the 
Woods had done me no kindness by making a 
fool of me. He added, however, that he should 
request Mr. Crayshaw, as a personal favour, that 
I should receive no punishment for running away, 
as I had suffered sufficiently already. 

We had told very little of the true history of 
Crayshaw's before Jem fainted, and I felt no dis- 
position to further confidences. I took as cheerful 
a farewell of my mother as I could, for her sake ; 
and put on a good deal of swagger and '* don't 
care to console Jem. He said, ** You're as 
plucky as Lorraine," and then his eyes shut 
again. He was too ill to think much, and I 
kissed his head and left him. After which I got 
stoutly into the dog-cart, and we drove back up 
the dreary hills down which Jem and I had run 
away. 

That Snuffy was bland to cringing before my 
father did not give me a hope that I should escape 
his direst revenge ; and the expression of Lor- 
raine's face showed me, by its sympathy, what he 
expected. But we were both wrong, and for 
reasons which we then knew nothing about. 

Cruelty was, as I have said, Mr. Crayshaw's 
ruling passion, but it was not his only vice. There 
was a whispered tradition that he had once been 
in jail for a misuse of his acquirements in the art 
of penmanship ; and if you heard his name crop- 
ping up in the confidential conversation of such 
neighbours as small farmers, the postman, the 
parish overseer, and the like, it was sure to be 
linked with unpleasingly suggestive expressions, 
such as — ** a dirty bit of business," **a nasty job 
that," "an awkward affair," "very near got into 
trouble," "a bit of bother about it, but Driver 
and Quills pulled him through ; theirs isn't a nice 
business, and they're men of t' same feather as 
Crayshaw, so I reckon they're friends." Many 



such hints have I heard, for the " White Lion " 
was next door to the sweetshop, and in summer, 
refreshment of a sober kind, with conversation to 
match, was apt to be enjoyed on the benches out- 
side. The good wives of the neighbourhood used 
no such euphuisms as their more prudent hus- 
bands, when they spoke of Crayshaw's. Indeed 
* one of the whispered anecdotes of Snuffy's past 
was of a hushed-up story that was just saved from 
becoming a scandal, but in reference to which 
Mr. Crayshaw was even more narrowly saved 
from a crowd of women who had taken the too- 
tardy law into their own hands. I remember 
myself the retreat of an unpaid washerwoman 
from the back premises of Crayshaw's on one 
occasion, and the unmistakable terms in which 
she expressed her opinions. 

** Don't tell me 1 I know Crayshaw's well 
enough ; such folks is a curse to a country side, 
but judgment overtakes 'em at last." 

"Judgment," as the good woman worded it, 
kept threatening Mr. Crayshaw long before it 
overtook him, as it is apt to disturb scoundrels 
who keep a hypocritical good name above their 
hidden misdeeds. As it happened, at the vely 
time Jem and I ran away from him, Mr. Crayshaw 
himself was living in terror of one or two revela- 
tions, and to be deserted by two of his most 
respectably connected boys was an ill-timed mis- 
fortune. The countenance my father had been so 
mistaken as to afford to his establishment was 
very important to him, for we were the only pupils 
from Mrithin fifty miles, and our parents' good 
word constituted an " unexceptionable reference." 

Thus it was that Snuffy pleaded humbly (but in 
vain) for the return of Jem, and that he not only 
promised that I should not suffer, but to my 
amazement kept his word. 

Judgment lingered over the head of Crayshaw's 
for two years longer, and I really think my being 
there had something to do with maintaining its 
tottering reputation. I was almost the only lad 
in the school whose parents were alive and at 
hand and in a good position, and my father's 
name stifled scandal. Most of the others were 
orphans, being cheaply educated by distant rela- 
tives or guardians, or else the sons of poor widows 
who were easily bamboozled by Snuffy's fluent 
letters, and the religious leaflets which it was his 
custom to enclose. (In several of these cases, he 
was " managing " the poor women's " affairs " 
for them. ) One or two boys belonged to people 
living abroad. Indeed, the worst bully in the 
school was a half-caste, whose smile, when he 
showed his gleaming teeth, boded worse than any 
other boy's frown. He was a wonderful acrobat, 
and could do extraordinary tricks of all sorts. My 
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being nimble and leadj made me yery Qsefnl to 
him as a confederate in the exhibitions which hb 
intense vanity delighted lo give on half-holidays, 
and kept me in his good graces till I was old 
enough to take care of mjrself. Oh, how every 
boy who dreaded him applauded at these enter- 
tainments ! And what daii^erous feats I per- 
formed, every other fear being lost in the fear of 
him ! I owe him no grudge for what he forced 
me to do (though I have had to bear real fire 
without flinching when he failed in a conjuring- 
trick, which should only have simulated the i)»I 
thing) ; what I learned from him has come in so 
useful since, that I forgive him all. 

I was there for two years longer. Snufly bullied 
me less, and hated me the more. I knew it, and 
he knew that I knew it. It was a hateful life, but 
I am sure the influence of a good home holds one 
up in very evil paths. Every time we went back 
to our respective schools my father gave us ten 
shillings, and told us to mind our books, and my 
mother kissed us and made us promise we would 
say our prayers every day. I could not bear to 
break my promise, though I used to say them in 
bed (the old form we learnt from her), and often 
in such a very unfit frame of mind, that they were 
what it is very easy to call ** a mockery." 

God knows (Who alone knows the conditions 
under which each soul blunders and spells on 
through life's hard lessons) if they were a mockery, 
/know they were unworthy to be offered to Him, 
but that the habit helped to keep me straight I am 
equally sure. Then I had a good home to go to 
during the holidays. That was everything, and it 
is in all humbleness that I say that I do not think 
the ill experiences of those years degraded me 
much. I managed to keep some truth and tender- 
ness about me ; and I am thankful to remember 
that I no more cringed to Crayshaw than Lorraine 
did, and that though I stayed there till I was a big 
boy, I never maltreated a little one. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" Whose powers shed roand him in the common strife 

Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 

A constant influence, a peculiar grace ; 

• » « • • 

Or if an unexpected call succeed. 
Come when it will, is equal to the need." 

WordratortKs " Happy Warriorr 

JUDGMENT came at last. During my first 
holidays I had posted a letter from Lewis 
Lorraine to the uncle in India to whom he had 
before endeavoured to appeal. The envelope did 



not lack stamps, but the address was very imperfect, 
and it was many months in reaching him. He 
wrote a letter, which Lewis never received, Mr. 
Crayshaw probably knew why. But twelve 
months after that Colonel Jervois came to Eng- 
land, and he lost no time in betaking himself to 
Crayshaw*s. From Crayshaw's he came to my 
father, the only ** unexcepticMiable reference" left 
to Snu^ to put forward. 

The Colonel came with a soldier's promptness, 
and, with the utmost courtesy of manner, went 
straight to the point. His life had not accustomed 
him to oar neighbourly unwillingness to interfere 
with anjrthing that did not personally concern us, 
nor to the prudent patience with which country 
folk will wink long at local evils. In the upshot 
what he asked was what my mother had asked 
three years before. Had my father personal know- 
ledge or good authority for believing the school to 
be a well-conducted (Hie, and Mr. Crayshaw a fit 
man for his responsible post ? Had he ever heard 
rumours to the man's discredit? 

Replies that must do for a wife will not always 
answer a man who puts the same questions. My 
great-grandfather's memory was not evoked on this 
occasion, and my fiither frankly confessed that his 
personal knowledge of Crayshaw's was very small, 
and that the man on whose recommendation he 
had sent us to school there had just proved to be 
a rascal and a swindler. Our mother had certainly 
heard rumours of severity, but he had r^;arded her 
maternal anxiety as excessive, etc., etc. In short, 
my dear father saw that he had been wrong, and 
confessed it, and was now as ready as the Colonel 
to expose Snuffy's misdeeds. 

No elaborate investigation was needed. An 
attack once made on Mr. Crayshaw's hollow 
reputation, it cracked on every side ; first hints 
crept out, then scandals flew. The Colonel gave 
no quarter, and he did not limit his interest to his 
own nephew. 

"A widow's son, ma'am," so he said to my 
mother, bowing over her hand as he led her in to 
dinner, in a style to which we were quite nn- 
accustomed ; '* a widow's son, ma'am, should find 
a father in every honest man who can assist him." 

The tide having turned against Snuffy, his friends 
(of the Driver and Quills type) turned with it. 
But they gained nothing, for one morning he got 
up as early as we had done, and ran away, and I 
never heard of him again. And before nightfall 
the neighbours, who had so long tolerated his 
wickedness, broke every pane of glass in his 
windows. 

During all this, Lewis Lorraine and his uncle 
stayed at our house. The Colonel spent his time 
between holding indignant investigations, writing 
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indignant letters (which he allowed us to seal with 
his huge signet), and walking backwards and for- 
wards to the town to buy presents for the little 
boys. 

When Snuffy ran away, and the school was left 
to itself, Colonel Jervois strode off to the nearest 
farm, requisitioned a waggon, and having packed 
the boys into it, bought loaves and milk enough 
to breakfast them all, and transported the whole 
twenty-eight to our door. He left four with my 
mother, and marched off with the rest. The 
Woods took in a large batch, and in the course of 
the afternoon he had for love or money quartered 
them all. He betrayed no nervousness in dealing 
with numbers, in foraging for supplies, or in asking 
for what he wanted. Whilst other people had 
been doubting whether it might not ** create un- 
pleasantness" to interfere in this case and that, the 
Colonel had fought each boy's battle, and seen 
most of them off on their homeward j oumeys. He 
was used to dealing with men, and with emergencies, 
and it puzzled him when my Uncle Henry con- 
sulted his law-books and advised caution, and my 
father saw his agent on farm business, whilst the 
fate of one of Crayshaw's victims yet hung in the 
balance. 

When all was over the Colonel left us, and took 
Lewis with him, and his departure raised curiously 
mixed feelings of regret and relief. 

He had quite won my mother's heart, chiefly by 
his energy and tenderness for the poor boys, and 
partly by his kindly courtesy and deference towards 
her. Indeed all ladies liked kim — all, that is, 
who knew him. Before they came under the 
infiuence of his pleasantness and politeness, he 
shared the half-hostile reception to which any 
person or anything that was foreign to our daily 
experience was subjected in our neighbourhood. 
So that the first time Colonel Jeryois appeared in 
our pew, Mrs. Simpson (the wife of a well-to-do 
man of business who lived near us) said to my 
mother after church, " I see you've got one of the 
military with you," and her tone was more critical 
than congratulatory. But when my mother, with 
unconscious diplomacy, had kept her to luncheon, 
and the Colonel had handed her to her seat, and 
had stroked his moustache, and asked in his best 
manner if she meant to devote her son to the 
service of his country, Mrs. Simpson undid her 
bonnet-strings, fairly turned her back on my father, 
and was quite unconscious when Martha handed 
the potatoes ; and she left us wreathed in smiles, 
and resolved that Mr. Simpson should buy their 
son Horace a commission instead of taking him 
into the business. Mr. Simpson did not share 
her views, and I believe he said some rather nasty 
-things about swaggering, and not having one six- 



pence to rub against another. And Mrs. Simpson 
(who was really devoted to Horace and could 
hardly bear him out of her sight) reflected that it 
was possible to get shot as well as to grow a 
moustache if you went into the army ; but she still 
maintained that she should always remember the 
' Colonel as a thorough gentleman, and a wonderful 
judge of the character of boys. 

The Colonel made great friends with the Woods, 
and he was deeply admired by our rector, who, 
like many parsons, had a very military heart, and 
delighted in exciting tales of the wide world which 
he could never explore. It was perhaps natural 
that my father should hardly be devoted to a 
stranger who had practically reproached his negli- 
gence, but the one thing that did draw him towards 
the old Indian officer was his habit of early rising. 
My father was always up before any of us, but he 
generally found the Colonel out before him, enjoy- 
ing the early hours of the day as men who have 
lived in hot climates are accustomed to do. They 
used to come in together in very pleasant moods 
to breakfast ; but with the post-bag Lorraine's 
uncle was sure to be moved to voluble indignation, 
or pity, or to Utopian plans to which my father 
listened with puzzled impatience. He did not 
understand the Colonel, which was perhaps not to 
be wondered at. 

His moral courage had taken away our breath, 
and physical courage was stamped upon his out- 
ward man. If he was anything he was manly. It 
was because he was in some respects very womanly 
too, that he puzzled my father s purely masculine 
brain. The mixture, and the vehemence of the 
mixture, were not in his line. He would have 
turned " Crayshaw's" matters over in his own 
mind as often as hay in a wet season before 
grappling with the whole bad business as the 
Colonel had done. And on the other hand, it 
made him feel uncomfortable and almost ashamed 
to see tears standing in the old soldier's eyes as he 
passionately blamed himself for what had been 
suffered by " my sister's son.*' 

The servants one and all adored Colonel Jer- 
vois. They are rather acute judges of good 
breeding, and men and maids were at one on the 
fact that he was a visitor who conferred social 
distinction on the establishment. They had decided 
that we should "dine late so long as The Gentle- 
man" was with us, whilst my mother was thinking 
how to break so weighty an innovation to such 
valuable servants. They served him with alacrity, 
and approved of his brief orders and gracious 
thanks. The Colonel did unheard-of things with 
impunity—threw open his bed-room shutters at 
night, and more than once unbarred and unbolted 
the ftoni door to go outside for a late cigar. No- 



IKff AXD THE WORLD. 



thing puzzled Mutha more than the nattiness with 
which he pat all the bolts and bars back into their 
places, as if he had been used to the door as long 
as she had. 

Indeed he had all that power of making himself 
at home, which is most fully acquired 1^ having 
had to provide for yourself in strange places, but 
he carried it too (ar. 

One day he penetrated into the kitchen (having 
previously been rummaging the kitchen-garden) 
and insisted upon teaching our cook how to make 
curry. The lesson was much needed, and it was 
equally well intended, but it was a mistake. 
Everything cannot be carried by storm, whatever 
the military may think. Jane said, " Yes, sir,'* at 
every point that approached to a pause in the 
Colonel's ample instructions, but she never moved 
her eyes from the magnificent moustadie which 
drooped above the stew-pan, nor her thoughts from 
the one idea produced by the occasion — that The 
Gentleman had caught her without her cap. In 
short our curries were no worse, and no better, in 
consequence of the shock to kitchen-etiquette (for 
that was all) which she received. 

And yet we modified our household ways Ux 
him, as they were never modified for anyone else. 
On Martha s weekly festival for cleaning the bed- 
rooms (and if a room was occupied for a night, 
she scrubbed after the intruder as if he had brought 
the plague in his portmanteau) the smartest visitor 
we ever entertained had to pick his or her way 
through the upper regions of the house, iidiere 
soap and soda were wafted on high and unexpected 
breezes along passages filled with washstands and 
clothes-baskets, cane-seated chairs and baths, 
mops, pails and brooms. But the Colonel had 
" given such a jump" on meeting a towel-horse at 
large round a sharp comer, and had seemed so 
uncomfortable on finding everything that he thought 
was inside his room turned outside, that for 
that week Martha left the lower part of the house 
undeaned, and did not turn either the dining or 
drawing rooms into the hall on their appointed days. 
She had her revenge when he was gone. 

On the day of his departure, my lamentaticms 
had met with the warmest s]rmpathy as I stirred 
tofiy over Jane's kitchen fire, whilst Martha lingered 
with the breakfast things, after a fashion very un- 
usual with her, and gazed at the toast-rack and 
said, " the Colonel had eaten nothing of a break- 
fast to travel on." But next morning, I met her 
in another mood. It was a mood to which we 
were not strangers, though it did not often occur. 
In brief, Martha (like many another invaluable 
domestic) ** had a temper of her own ;" but to do 
her justice her ill feelii^ generally expended 
fhem>e)ves in a rage for work, and in taking as 



little ease henelf as she aUowcd to other people. 
I knew what it meant when I found her cleaning 
the best silver when she ought to have been eating 
her break^st ; but my head was so fiill of the 
Colonel, that I ooald not help talking about him, 
even if the temptation to tease Martha had not 
been overwhelming. No leply could I extract ; 
only once, as she passed swiftly to the china cup- 
board, with the whole Crown Derby tea and 
cofiee service on one big tray (the Colonel had 
praised her coffee), I heard her mutter — " Soldiers 
is very upsetting." Certainly, considerii^ what 
she did in the way of scolding scouring, black- 
leading, polishii^ and sand-papering that week, it 
was not Martha's frudt if we did not "get straight 
again," furniture and feelings. I've heard her say 
that Calais sand would " fetch anything off," and 
I think it had fetched the Colonel off her heart by 
the time that the cleaning was done. 

It had no such effect on mine. Lewis Lorraine 
himself did not worship his unde more devoutly 
than L Colonel Jervois had given me a new 
ideaL It was possible, then, to be enthusiastic 
without being unmanly ; to live years out of Eng- 
land, and come back more patriotic than many 
people who stayed comfortably at home ; to go 
forth into the world and be the simpler as well as 
the wiser, the softer as well as the stronger for the 
experience ? So it seemed. And yet Lewis had 
told me, with such tears as Snu% never made him 
shed, how tender his unde was to his unworthiness, 
^Hiat allowances he made for the worst that Lewis 
could say of himself, and what hope he gave him 
of a good and happy future. 

" He cried as t)ad as I did," Lewis said, "and 
begged me to forgive him Ux having trusted so 
much to my other guardian. Do you know. Jack, 
Snufl^ regularly forged a letter like my hand- 
writii^ to answer that one Unde Eustace wrote, 
which he kept back ? He might wdl do such 
good copies, and write the 3rc&r of Our Lord with 
a swan at the end of the last flourish ? And you 
remember what we heard about his having been in 
prison — ^but, oh, dear ! I don't want to remember. 
He says I am to forget, and he forbade me to talk 
about Crayshaw's, and said I was not to trouble 
my head idx>ut anything that had happened there. 
He kept saying, * Forret, my boy, forget ! Say 
God hdp me, and look forward. W^ile there s 
life therms always the chance of a better life for 
everyone. Forget ! forget !'" 

Lewis dq[>arted with his unde. Charlie went 
for two nights to the moors. Jem's holidays had 
not begun, and in our house we were "cleaning 
down" after the Colond as if he had been the 
sweeps. 

I went to old Isaac for sympathy. He had 
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become very rheumatic the last two years, but he 
was as intelligent as ever, and into his willing ear 
I poured all that I could tell of my hero, and much 
that I only imagined. 

His sympathy met me more than half-way. 
The villagers as a body were unbounded in their 
approval of the Colonel, and Mrs. Irvine was even 
greedier than old Isaac for every particular I could 
impart respecting him. 

"He's a ^wSr^fWif gentleman," said the bee- 
master's wife, "and he passed us (my neighbour, 
Mrs. Mettam, and me) as near, sir, as I am to you, 
with a gold-headed stick in his hand, and them lads 
following after him, for all the world like the 
Good Shepherd and his flock. " 

I managed not to laugh, and old Isaac added, 
** There's a many in this village, sir, would have 
been glad to have taken the liberty of expressing 
themselves to the Colonel, and a depitation did 
get as far as your father's gates one night, but they 
turned bashful and come home again. And I 
know, for one, Master Jack, that if me and my 
missus had had a room fit to offer one of them 
poor young gentlemen, I'd have given a week's 
wage to do it, and the old woman would have 
been happy to her dying day." 



CHAPTER XII. 

" God help me ! save I take my part 

Of danger on the roaring sea, 
A devil nses in my heart, 

Far worse than any death to me." 

Tennyson's ^^ Sailor-hoy ** 

THE fact that my father had sent me back 
against my will to a school where I had 
suffered so much and learnt so little, ought perhaps 
to have drawn us together when he discovered his 
mistake. Unfortunately it did not. He was 
deeply annoyed with himself for having been taken 
in by Snuffy, but he transferred some of this annoy- 
ance to me, on grounds which cut me to the soul, 
and which I fear I resented so much that I was 
not in a mood that was favourable to producing a 
better understanding between us. The injustice 
which I felt so keenly was, that my father 
reproached me with having what he called "kept 
him in the dark" about the life at Crayshaws. 
At my age I must have seen how wicked the man 
and his system were. 

I reminded him that I had run away from them 
once, and had told all that I dared, but that he 
would not hear me then. He would not hear me 
now. 



" I don't wish to discuss the subject. It is a 
yery painful one," he said (and I believe it was as 
physically distressing to him as the thought of 
Cripple Charlie's malformation). " I have no 
wish to force your confidence when it is too late," 
he added (and it was this which I felt to be so 
hard). " I don't blame you ; you have other 
friends who suit you better, but you have never 
been fully open with me. AH I can say is, if Mr. 
"Wood was better informed than I have been, and 
did not acquaint me, he has behaved in a manner 

which . There — don't speak ! we'll dismiss 

the subject. You have suffered enough, if you 
have not acted as I should have expected you to 
act. I blame myself unutterably, and I hope I 
see my way to such a comfortable and respectable 
start in life for you that these three years in that 
vile place may not be to your permanent dis- 
advantage." 

I was just opening my lips to thank him, when 
he got up and went to his tall desk, where he took 
a pinch of snuff, and then added as he turned 
away, ** Thank God I have one son who is frank 
with his father !" 

My .lips were sealed in an instant. This, then, 
was my reward for that hard journey of escape, 
with Jem on my back, which had only saved him ; 
for having stifled envy in gladness for his sake, 
when (in those bits of our different holidays which 
overlapped each other) I saw and felt the contrast 
between our opportunities ; for having suffered my 
harder lot in silence that my mother might not fret, 
when I felt certain that my father would not 
interfere I My heart beat as if it would have 
pumped the tears into my eyes by main force, but 
I kept them back, and said steadily enough, " Is 
that all, sir?" 

My father did not look up, but he nodded his 
head and said, "Yes ; you may go." 

As I went he called me back. 

* * Are you going to the farm this afternoon ? " 

To my own infinite annoyance I blushed as I 
answered, " I was going to sit with Charlie a bit, 
unless you have any objection." 

"Not at all. I only asked for information. I 
have no wish to interfere with any respectable 
friends you may be disposed to give your confidence 
to. But I should like it to be understood that 
either your mother or I must have some knowledge 
of your movements." 

" Mother knew quite well I was going !" I 
exclaimed. " Why, I've got a parcel to take to 
Mrs. Wood from her. " * * Very good. There's no 
occasion to display temper. Shut the door after 

you." 

I shut it very gently. (If three years at Cray- 
shaw's had taught me nothmg else, it had taught me 
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much self-control.) Then I got away to the first 
hiding-place I could find, and buried my head 
upon my arms. Would not a beating from Snuffy 
have been less hard to bear ? Surely sore bones 
from those one despises are not so painful as a sore 
heart from those one loves. 

Our household affections were too sound at the 
core for the mere fact of displeasing my father not 
to weigh heavily on my soul. But I could not help 
defending myself in my own mind against what I 
knew to be injustice. 

Jem ** frank with his father " ? WeU he might 
t>e, when our father's partiality met him half way 
at every turn. That was no fancy of mine. I had 
the clearest of childish remembrances of an occasion 
when I wanted to do something which our farming 
man thought my father would not approve, and 
how when I urged the fact that Jem had already 
done it with impunity, he shook his head wise- 
acrely, and said, " Aye, aye, Master Jack. But ye 
know they say some folk may steal a horse, when 
other folks mayn't look over the hedge." 

The vagueness of **some folks" and "other 
folks " had left the proverb dark to my under- 
standing when I heard it, but I remembered it till 
I understood it. 

I never was really jealous of Jem. He was far 
too good-natured and unspoilt, and I was too fond 
of him. Besides which, if the mental tone of our 
country lives was at rather a dull level, it was also 
wholesomely unfavourable to the cultivation of 
morbid grievances, or the dissection of one's own 
hurt feelings. If I had told anybody about me, 
from my dear mother down to our farming-man, 
that I was misunderstood and wanted sympathy, I 
should probably have been answered that many a 
lad of my age was homeless and wanted boots. As 
a matter of reasoning the reply would have been 
defective, but for practical purposes it would have 
been much to the point. And it is fair to this 
rough-and-ready sort of philosophy to defend it 
from a common charge of selfishness. It was not 
that I should have been the happier because another 
lad was miserable, but that an awakened sympathy 
with his harder fate would tend to dwarf egotistic 
absorption in my own. Such considerations, in 
short, are no justification of those who are re- 
sponsible for needless evil or neglected good, but 
they are handy helps to those who suffer from them, 
and who feel sadly sorry for themselves. 

I am sure the early-be^g[un and oft-reiterated 
teaching of daily thankfulness for daily blessing 
was very useful to me at Craydiaw's and has been 
useful to me ever since. With my dear mother 
herself it was merely part of that pure and constant 
piety which ran through her daily life, like a stream 
that is never finozen and never runs dry. In me it 
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had no such grace, but it was an early-taught good 
habit (as instinctive as any bodily habit) to feel — 
** WeU, I'm thankful things are not so with me ; 
as quickly as *'Ah, it might have been thus! 
Looking at the fates and fortunes and dispositions 
of other boys, I had, even at Snuffy's "much to 
be thankful for " as well as much to endure, and it 
was a good thing for me that I could balance the 
two. For if the grace of thankfulness does not 
solve the riddles of life, it lends a willing shoulder 
to its common burdens. 

I certainly had needed all my philosophy at home 
as well as at school. It was hard to come back, one 
holiday-time after another, ignorant except for 
books that I devoured in the holidays, and for my 
own independent studies of maps, and an old 
geography book at Snufiy's from which I was 
allowed to give lessons to the lowest form ; rough 
in looks, and dress, and manners (I knew it, but 
it requires some self-respect even to use a nail-brush, 
and self-respect was next door to impossible at 
Crayshaw's) ; and with my north-country accent 
deepened, and my conversation disfigured by slang 
which, not being fashionable slang, was as inad- 
misable as tliieves' lingo. It was hard, I say, to 
come back thus, and meet dear old Jem, and 
generally one at least of his schoolfellows whom he 
had asked to be allowed to invite — ^both of them 
well dressed, well cared for, and well mannered, 
full of games that were not in fashion at Crayshaw's, 
and slang as " correct " as it was unintelligible. 

Jem's heart was as true to me as ever, but he 
was not so thin-skinned as I am. He was never a 
fellow who worried himself much about anything, 
and I don't think it struck him I could feel hurt or 
lonely. He would say, "I say. Jack, what a 
beastly way your hair is cut. I wish Father would 
let you come to our school : " or, ** Don't say it was 
a dirty trick — say it was a beastly chouse, or some- 
thii^ of that sort. We're awfuUy particular about 

talking at 's, and I don't want Cholmondley to 

hear you." 

Jem was wonderfully polished-up himself, and 
as pugnacious on behsdf of all the institutions of 
his school as he had once been about our pond. I 
got my hair as near right as one cutting and the 
town hair-cutter could bring it, and mended my 
manners and held my own with good temper. 
When it came to feats of skill or endurance, I more 
than held my own. Indeed, I so amazed one very 
"swell" little friend of Jem's whose mother (a 
titled lady) had allowed him to spend part of the 
summer holidays with Jem for change of air, that 
he vowed I must go and stay with him in the winter, 
and do juggler and acrobat at their Christmas 
theatricals. But he may have reported me as being 
rough as weU as ready, for her ladyship never 
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ratified the invitation. Not that I would have left 
liome at Christmas, and not that I lacked pleasure 
in the holidays. But other fashions of games and 
speech and boyish etiquette lay between me and 
Jem ; hospitality, if not choice, kept him closely 
with his schoolfellows, and neither they nor he had 
part in the day-dreams of my soul. 

For the spell of the Penny Numbers had not 
grown weaker as I grew older. In the holidays I 
came back to them as to friends. At school they 
made the faded maps on Snuffy's dirty walls alive 
with visions, and many a night as I lay awake with 
pain and over-weariness in the stifling dormitory, 
my thoughts took refuge not in dreams of home nor 
in castles of the air, but in phantom ships that sailed 
for ever round the world. 

The day of the interview with my father I roused 
myself from my grievances to consider a more 
practical question. Why should I not go to sea ? 
No matter whose fault it was, there was no doubt 
that I was ill-educated, and that I did not please 
my father as Jem did. On the other hand I was 
strong and hardy, nimble and willing to obey ; and 
I had roughed it enough, in all conscience. I must 
have ill-luck indeed, if I lit upon a captain more 
•cruel than Mr. Crayshaw. I did not know exactly 
how it was to be accomplished, but I knew enough 
to know that I could not aim at the Royal Navy. 
Of course I should have preferred it. I had never 
seen naval officers, but if they were like officers in 
the army, like Colonel Jervois, for instance, it was 
with such a port and bearing that I would fain have 
•carried myself when I grew up to be a man. I 
guessed, however, that money and many other 
•considerations might make it impossible for me to 
be a midshipman ; but I had heard of boys being 
apprenticed to merchant-vessels, and I resolved to 
ask my father if he would so apprentice me. 

He refused, and he accompanied his refusal with 
an imfavourable commentary on my character and 
conduct, which was not the less bitter because the 
accusations were chiefly general. 

This sudden fancy for the sea — ^well, if it were 
not a sudden fancy, but a dream of my life, what 
a painful instance it afforded of my habitual want 
of frankness ! — This long-concealed project which 
I had suddenly brought to the surface — I had 
talked about it to my mother years ago, had I, but 
it had distressed her, and even to my father, but 
lie had snubbed me ? — then I had been deliberately 
fostering aims and plans to which I had always 
knowri that my parents would be opposed. My 
father didn't believe a word of it. It was the old 
story. I must be peculiar at any price. I must 
have something new to amuse me, and be unlike 
the rest of the family. It was always the same. 
For years I had found more satisfaction from the 



conversation of a man who had spent ten years of 
his life in the hulks than from that of my own 
father. Then this Indian Colonel had taken my 
fancy, and it had made him sick to see the 
womanish — he could call it no better, the weak- 
womanish — way in which I worshipped him. If 
I were a daughter instead of a son, my caprices 
would distress and astonish him less. He could 
have sent me to my mother, and my mother 
might have sent me to my needle. In a son, 
from whom he looked for manly feeling and good 
English common-sense, it was painful in the ex- 
treme. Vanity, the love of my own way, and 
want of candour — (my father took a pinch of snuff 
between each count of the indictment) — these were 
my besetting sins, and would lead me into serious 
trouble. T^is new fad, just, too, when he had 
made most favourable arrangements for my admis- 
sion into my Uncle Henry's office as the first step 
in a prosperous career. I didn't know ; didn't I ? 
Perhaps not. Perhaps I had been at the Woods' 
when he and my mother were speaking of it. 
But now I did know. The matter was decided, 
and he hoped I should profit by my opportuni- 
ties. I might go, and I was to shut the door after 
me. 

I omit what my father said of the matter from a 
religious point of view, though he accused me of 
flying in the face of Providence as well as the 
Fifth Commandment. The piety which kept a 
pure and GoD-fearing atmosphere about my home, 
and to which I owe all the strength I have found 
against evil since I left it, was far too sincere in 
both my parents for me to speak of any phase of it 
with disrespect. Though I may say here that I 
think it is to be i^dshed that more good people 
exercised judgment as well as feith in tracing the. 
will of Heaven in their own. Practically I did 
not even then believe that I was more " called " to 
that station of life which was to be found in Uncle 
Henry's office, than to that station of life which I 
should find on board a vessel in the Merchant 
Service, and it only discredited truth in my inmost 
soul when my father put his plans for my career in 
that light. Just as I could not help feeling it 
unfair that a commandment which might have 
been fairly appealed to if I had disobeyed him, 
should be used against me in argument because I 
disagreed with him. 

I did disagree with him utterly. Uncle Henry's 
office was a gloomy place, where I had had to 
endure long periods of^ waiting as a child when my 
mother took us in to the dentist, and had shopping 
and visiting of uncertain length to do. Uncle 
Henry himself was no favourite with me. He was 
harder than my father if you vexed him, and less 
genial when you didn't. And I wanted to go to 
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sea. But it did not seem a light matter to me to 
oppose my parents, and they were both against 
me. My dear mother was thrown into the pro- 
foundest distress by the bare notion. In her view 
to be at sea was merely to run an imminent and 
ceaseless risk of shipwreck ; and even this jeopardy 
of life and limb was secondary to the dangers that 
going ashore in foreign places would bring upon 
my mind and morals. 

So when my father spoke kindly to me at 
supper, and said that he had arranged with Mr. 
Wood that I should read with him for two hours 
every evening, in preparation for my future life as 
an articled clerk, my heart was softened. I 
thanked him gratefully, and resolved for my own 
part to follow what seemed to be the plain path of 
duty, though it led to Uncle Henry s office, and 
not out into the world. 

The capacity in which I began life in Uncle 
Henry's office was that of office boy, and the 
situation was attended in my case with many 
favourable conditions. Uncle Henry wished me 
to sleep on the premises, as my predecessor had 
done, but an accidental circumstance led to my 
coming home daily, which I infinitely preferred. 
This was nothing less than an outbreak of boils all 
over me, upon which every domestic application 
having failed, and gallons of herb tea only making 
me worse. Dr. Brown was called in, and pro- 
nounced my health in sore need of restoration. 
The regimen of Crayshaw's was not to be reco- 
vered from in a day, and the old doctor would not 
hear of my living altogether in the town. If I 
went to the office at all, he said, I must ride in 
early, and ride out in the evening. So much 
fresh air and exercise were imperative, and. I must 
eat two solid meals a day under no less careful an 
eye than that of my mother. 

She was delighted. She thought (even more 
than usual) that Doctor Brown was a very Solomon 
in spectacles, and I quite agreed with her. The 
few words that followed gave a slight shock to her 
favourable opinion of his wisdom, but I need 
hardly say that it confirmed mine. 

He had given me a kindly slap on the shoulder, 
which happened at that moment to be the sorest 
point in my body, and I was in no small pain 
from head to foot. I only tightened my lips, but 
I suppose he bethought himself of what he had 
done, and he looked keenly at me and said, "You 
can bear pain. Master Jack ? " 

" Oh, Jack's a very brave boy," said my dear 
mother. " Indeed, he's only too brave. He 
upset his father and me terribly last week by 
wanting to go to sea instead of to the office." 

" And much better for him, ma'am," said the 
old doctor, promptly ; ** he'll make a first-rate 



sailor, and if Cra3rshaw's is aU the schooling he's 
had, a very indifferent clerk." 

" That's just what I think ! " I began, but my 
mother coloured crimson with distress, and I 
stopped, and went after her worsted ball which 
she had dropped, whilst she appealed to Doctor 
Brown. 

"Pray don't say so, Doctor Brown. Jack is 
very gooid, and it's all qtdte decided. I couldn't 
part with him, and his ^Either would be so annoyed 
if the subject " 

** Tut, tut, ma'am ! " said the doctor, pocketing 
his spectacles ; " I never interfere in family affairs, 
and I never repeat what I hear. The first rules 
of the profession, young gentleman, and very good 
general rules for anybody." 

I got quite well again^^ and my new life began. 
I rode in and out of the town every day on Rob 
Roy, our red-haired pony. After tea I went to 
the farm to be taught by Mr. Wood, and at every 
opportunity I devoured such books as I could lay 
my hands on. I fear I had very little excuse for 
not being contented now. And yet I was not 
content. 

It seems absurd to say that the drains had any- 
thing to do with it, but the horrible smell which 
pervaded the office added to the distastefulness of 
the place, and made us all feel ill and fretful, ex- 
cept my uncle, and Moses Benson, the Jew clerk. 
He was never ill, and he said he smelt nothing ; 
which shows that one may have a very big nose to 
very little purpose. 

My uncle pooh-poohed the unwholesome state 
of the office, for two reasons which certainly had 
some weight. The first was that he himself had 
been there for five and twenty years without suf- 
fering by it ; and the second was, that the defects 
of drainage were so radical that (the place belong- 
ing to that period of house-building when the 
system of drainage was often worse than none at 
all) half the premises, if not half the street, would 
have to be pulled down for any effectual remedy. 
So it was left as it was, and when Mr. Burton, the 
head clerk, had worse headaches than usual, he 
used to give me sixpence for chloride of lime, 
which I distributed at my discretion, and on those 
days Moses Benson used generally to say that he 
"fancied he smelt something." 

Moses Benson was an articled clerk to my uncle, 
but he had no pretensions to be considered a gen- 
tleman. His father kept a small shop where 
second-hand watches were the most obvious goods ; 
but the old man was said to have money, though 
the watches did not seem to sell very fast, and his 
son had duly qualified for his post, and had paid a 
good premium. Moses wsis only two or three 
years older than I, not that I could have told any- 
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thmg aljont his age from his looks. He was than It was, for it was thick and veiy Wack, and 

rallow, and had a big nose ; his hands were fat, though it was curiy, it was not like Jem's ; the 

his feet were small, and 1 think his head was curU were more like riiort ringlets, and if he bent 

luge, but perhaps his hair made it look Urger over his desk they hid his forehead, and when he 
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put his head back to think, they lay on his coat- 
collar. And I suppose it was partly because he 
could not smell with his nose, that he used such 
very strong hair-oil, and so much of it. It used to 
make his coat-collar in a horrid state, but he 
always kept a little bottle of *' scouring drops " on 
the ledge of his desk, and when it got very bad, I 
knelt h^hind him on the corner of his stool and 
scoured his coat-collar with a little bit of flannel. 
Not that I did it half so well as he could. He 
wore very odd-looking clothes, but he took great 
care of them, and was always touching them up, 
and ** reviving " his hat with one of Mrs. O'Flan- 
nagan's irons. He used to sell bottles of the 
scouring drops to the other clerks, and once he 
got me to get my mother to buy some. He gave 
me a good many little odd jobs to do for him, 
but he always thanked me, and from the beginning 
to the end of our acquaintance he was invariably 
kind. 

I remember a very odd scene that happened at 
the beginning of it. 

Mr. Burton (the other clerk, whose time was to 
expire the following year, which was to make a 
vacancy for me) was a very different man from 
Moses Benson. He was respectably connected, 
and looked down on "the Jew-boy, but he was 
hot-tempered, and rather slow-witted, and I think 
Moses could manage him ; and I think it was he 
who kept their constant " tiffs " from coming to 
real quarrels. 

One day, very soon after I began office-life, 
Benson sent me out to get him some fancy note- 
paper, and when I came back I saw the red-haired 
Mr. Burton standing by the desk and looking 
rather more sickly and cross than usual. I laid 
down the paper and the change, and asked if 
Benson wanted anything else. He thanked me 
exceedingly kindly, and said **No,"and I went 
out of the enclosure and back to the comer where 
I had been cutting out some newspaper extracts 
for my uncle. At the same time I drew from 
under my overcoat which was lying there, an old 
railway volume of one of Cooper's novels which 
Charlie had lent me. I ought not to have been 
reading novels in office-hours, but I had had to 
stop short last night because my candle went out 
just at the most exciting point, and I had had no 
time to see what became of everybody before I 
started for town in the morning. I could bear 
suspense no longer, and plunged into my book. 

How it was in these circumstances that I heard 
what the two clerks were saying, I don*t know. 
They talked constantly in these open enclosures, 
when they knew I was within hearing. On this 
occasion I suppose they thought I had gone out, 
and it was some minutes before I discovered that 



they were talking of me. Burton spoke first, and 
in an irritated tone. 

** You treat this young shaver precious different 
to the last one." 

The Jew spoke very softly, and with an occa- 
sional softening of the consonants in his words. 
" How obsherving you are ! " said he. 

Burton snorted. ** It don't take much observa- 
tion to see that. But I suppose you have your 
reasons. You Jews are always so sly. That's 
how you get on so, I suppose." 

** You Gentiles," replied Moses (and the Jew's 
voice had tones which gave him an infinite advan- 
tage in retaliating scorn), *' you Gentiles would do 
as well as we do if you were able to foresee and 
knew how to wait. You have all the selfishness 
for success, my dear, but the gifts of prophecy and 
patience are wanting to you." 

"That's nothing to do with your little game 
about the boy," said Burton ; ** however, I sup- 
pose you can keep your own secrets. " 

" I have no secrets," said Moses gently. "And 
if you take my advice, you never will have. If 
you have no secrets, my dear, they will never be 
found out. If you tell your little designs, your 
best friends will be satisfied, and will not invent 
less creditable ones for you." 

•* If they did, you'd talk 'em down," said Burton 
roughly. " Short of a woman I never met such a 

hand at jaw. You'll be in Parliament yet " 

("It is possible !^* said the Jew hastily,) "with 
that long tongue of yours. But you haven't told 
us about the boy, for all you've said." 

** About this boy," said Moses, " a proverb will 
be shorter than my jaw. * The son of the house is 
not a servant for ever.' As to the other — ^he was 
taken for charity and dismissed for theft, is it not 
so ? He came from the dirt, and he went back to 
the dirt. They often do. Why should I be civil 
to him ? " 

What reply Mr. Burton would have made to 
this question I had no opportunity of judging. 
My uncle called him, and he ran hastily upstairs. 
And when he had gone, the Jew came slowly out, 
and crossed the office as if he were going into the 
street. By this time my conscience was pricking 
hard, and I shoved my book under my coat and 
called to him : " Mr. Benson." 

" You ? " he said. 

"I am very sorry," I stammered, blushing, 
"but I heard what you were saying. I ,did not 
mean to listen. I thought you knew that I was 
there." 

" It is of no importance, " he said, turning away ; 
" I have no secrets." 
But I detained him. 

" Mr. Benson ! Tell me, please. You were 
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talking about me, weren't you? What did you 
mean about the son of the house not being a ser- 
vant for ever ? " 

He hesitated for an instant, and then turned 
round and came nearer to me. 

** It is true, is it not? " he said. " Next year 
you may be clerk. In time you may be your 
uncle's confidential clerk, which I should like to 
be myself. You may eventually be partner, as I 
should like to be ; and in the long run you may 
succeed him, as I should like to do. It is a good 
business, my dear, a sound business, a business of 
which much, very much, more might be made. 
You might die rich, very rich. You might be 
mayor, you might be member, you might — but 
what is the use. You will not. You do not see 
it, though I am telling you. You will not wait 
for it, though it would come. What is that book 
you hid when I came in ? " 

*' It is about North American Indians," said I, 
dragging it forth. " I am very sorry, but I left 
off last night at such an exciting bit." 

The Jew was thumbing the pages, with his 
black ringlets close above uem. 

" Novels in ofl&ce-hours ! " said he ; but he was 
very good-natured about it, and added, ** I've one 
or two books at home, if you're fond of this kind 
of reading, and will promise me not to forget your 
duties." 

'* Oh, I promise ! " said I. 

" I'll put them under my desk in the comer," 
he said; "indeed, I would part with some of 
them for a trifle." 

I thanked him warmly, but what he had said 
was still hanging in my mind, and I added, " Are 
there real prophets among the Jews nowadays, Mr. 
Benson ? " 

"They will make nothing by it, if there are," 
said he ; and there was a tone of mysteriousness 
in his manner of speaking which roused my 
romantic curiosity. " A few of ush (very few, my 
dear !) mould our own fates, and the lives of the 
rest are moulded by what men have within them 
rather than by what they find without. If there 
were a true prophet in every market-place to tell 
each man of his future, it would not alter the 
destinies of seven men in thish wide world." 

As Moses spoke the swing door was pushed 
open, and one of my uncle's clients entered. He 
was an influential man, and a very tall one. The 
Jew bent his ringlets before him, almost beneath 
his elbow, and slipped out as he came in. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

" Then, hey for boot and horse, lad. 

And round the world away ! 
Youne blood must have its course, lad, 

And every dog his day." 

C. King^sUy. 

MOSES BENSON was as good as his word 
in the matter of books of adventure. Dirty 
books, some without backs, and some with vexy 
greasy ones (for which, if I bought them, I seldom 
paid more than half-price), but full of dangers and 
discoveries, the mightiness of manhood, and the 
wonders of the world. I read them at odd 
moments of my working hours, and dreamed of 
them when I went home to bed. And it was 
more fascinating stiU to look out, with Charlie's 
help, in the Penny Numbers, for the foreign places, 
and people, and creatures mentioned in the tales, 
and to find thfit the truth was often stranger than 
the fiction. 

To live a fancy-life of adventure in my own 
head, was not merely an amusement to me at this 
time — it was a refuge. Matters did not really 
improve between me and my father, though I had 
obeyed his wishes. It was by his arrangement 
that I spent so much of my time at home with the 
Woods, and yet it remained a grievance that I 
liked to do so. Whether my dear mother had 
given up all hopes of my becoming a genius I do 
not know, but my father's contempt for my absorp- 
tion in a book was unabated. I felt this if he 
came suddenly upon me with my head in my 
hands and my nose in a tattered volume ; and if I 
went on with my reading it was with a sense of 
being in the wrong, whilst if I shut up the book 
and tried to throw myself into outside interests, 
my father's manner showed me that my efforts had 
only discredited my candour. 

As is commonly the case, it was chiefly li<^tle 
things that pulled the wrong way of the stuft of 
life between us, but they pulled it very much 
askew. I was selfishly absorbed in my own 
dreams, and I think my dear father made a mis- 
take which is a too common bit of tyranny between 
people who love each other and live together. 
He was not satisfied with my doing what he liked, 
he expected me to be what he liked, that is, to be 
another person instead of myself. Wives and 
daughters seem now and then to respond to this 
expectation as to the call of duty, and to become 
inconsistent echoes, odd mixtures of severity and 
hesitancy, hypocrites on the highest grounds ; but 
sons are not often so self-effacing, and it was not 
the case with me. It was so much the case with 
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my dear mother, that she never was of the sli^test 
use (which she might have been) when my lather 
and I misunderstood each other. By my father's 
views of the moment she alwa3rs hastily set her 
own, whether they were fair or unfidr to me ; and 
she made up for it by indulging me at every point 
that did not cross an expressed wish of my father's, 
or that could not annoy him because he was not 
there. She never held the scales between us. 

And yet it was the thought of her which kept 
me from taking my iate into my own hands agam 
and again. To have obeyed my father seem^ to 
have done so little towards making him satisfied 
with me, that I found no consolation at home for 
the distastefulness of the office; and more than 
once I resolved to run away, and either enlist or 
go to Liverpool (which was at no great distance 
from us) and get on board some vessel that was 
about to sail for other lands. But when I thought 
of my mother's distress I could not face it, and I 
let my half-formed projects slide again. 

Oddly enough, it was Uncle Henry who brought 
matters to a crisis. I think my father was disap- 
pointed (though he did not blame me) that I 
secured no warmer a place in Uncle Henry's 
affections than I did. Unde Henry had no 
children, and if he took a fancy to me and I 
pleased him, such a career as the Jew-clerk had 
sketched for me would probably be mine. This 
dawned on me by d^;rees through chance remarks 
from my father and the more open comments of 
friends. For good manners with us were not of a 
sensitively refined order, and to be clapped on the 
back with — " Well, Jade, you've got into a good 
berth, I hear. I suppose you look to succeed your 
unde some dav?" was reckoned a friendly frimi- 
liarity rather than an offensive impertinence. 

I learned that my parents had hoped that, as I 
was his nephew, Unde Henipr would take me as 
clerk without the usual premium. Indeed, when 
my uncle first urged my going to him, he had 
more than hinted that he should not expect a pre- 
mium with his brother's son. But h^ was fond of 
his money (of which he had plenty), and when 
people are that, they are apt to begin to grudge, if 
there |s time, between promise and performance. 
Unde Henry had a whole year in which to think 
about foregoing two or three hundred pounds, and 
as it drew to a close, it seemed to worry him to 
soch a d^ee, that he proposed to take me for 
half the usual premium instead of completdy re- 
mittii^ it ; and he said something about my being 
a stapid sort of boy, and of very little use to him 
fer some time to come. He said it to justify him- 
self fer d f awiag back, I am quite sore^ but it did 
iM« no gietod at home. 

yi$ »rher hid plenty of hononnible pride, and 



he would hear of no compromise. He said that 
he should pay the full premium for me that Unde 
Henry's other derks had had to pay, and from this 
no revulsion of feeling on my unde's part would 
move him. He was quite bland with Unde 
Henry, and he was not quite bland towards me. 

When I fisurly grasped the situation (and I con- 
trived to get a pret^ dear account of it from my 
mother), were rushed upon me the conviction that 
a new phase had come over my prospects. When 
I put aside my own longings for my fiither's will ; 
and every time that omce-life seemed intolerable 
to me, and I was tempted to break my bonds, and 
thought better of it and settled down again, this 
thought had always remained behind: "I will 
try ; and if the worst comes to the worst, and I 
really cannot settle down into a derk, I can but 
run away then." But circumstances had altered 
my case. I felt that now I must make up my 
mind for good and alL My fether would have to 
make some little sacrifices to find the money, and 
when it was once paid, I could not let it be in 
vain. Come what might, I must slick to the 
office then, and for life. 

Some weeks passed whilst I was turning this over 
and over in my mind. I was constantly forgetting 
things in the office, but Moses Benson helped me 
out of every scrape. He was kinder and kinder, 
so that I often felt sorry that I could not feel 
fonder of him, and that his notions of fun and 
amusement only disgusted me instead of making 
us friends. They convinced me of one thing. 
My dear mother's chief dread about my going out 
of my own countiy was for the wicked ways I 
might learn in strange lands. A town with an 
unpronounceable name suggested foreign iniquities 
to her tender fears, but our own town, where she 
and everbody we Imew bought everything we daily 
used, did not frighten her at alL I did not teU 
her, but I was quite convinced mjrself that I might 
get pretty deep into mischief in my idle hours, 
even if I lived within five miles of home, and had 
only my unde's derks for my comrades. 

During these weeks Jem came home for the 
holidays. He was at a public school now, which 
many of our friends r^^arded as an extravagant 
folly on my father's part We had a very happy 
time together, and this would have gone far to 
keep me at home, if it had not, at the same time, 
deepened my di^st with our town, and my com- 
panions in the office. In plain Ei^lish, the train- 
ing of two good schools, and the sodety of boys 
superi(»- to himself, had made a gentleman of Jem, 
and the contrast between his looks and ways, and 
manners, and those of my unde'* derks were not 
favourable to the lattor. How proud my fiither 
was of him I With me he was in a most irritable 



AK^ AND THE WORLD, 



53 



mood (and one grumble to which I heard him 
give utterance, t^t it was very inconvenient to 
have to pay this money just at the most expensive 
period of Jem's education), went heavily into the 
scale for running away. And that night, as it 
happened, Jem and I sat, up late, and had a long 
and loving chat He abused die office to my 
heart's content, and was very sympathetic when I 
told him that I had wished to go to sea, and how 
my father had refused to allow me. 

'* I think he made a great mistake," said Jem ; 
and he told me of ** a fellow's brother " that he 
knew about, who was in the Merchant Service, 
and how well he was doing. " It's not even as if 
Uncle Henry were coming out generously," he 
added. 

Dear, dear ! How pleasant it was to hear some- 
body else talk on my side of the question. And 
who was I that I should rebuke Jem for calling 
our worthy uncle a curmudgeon, and stigmatizing 
the Jew-clerk as a dirty beast ? I really dared not 
tell him that Moses grew more familiar as my time 
to be articled drew near; that he called me Jack 
Sprat, and his dearest friend, and offered to pro- 
cure me the ** silver-top " (or champagne) — which 
he said I must *' stand " on the day I took my 
place at the fellow desk to his— of the first quality 
and at less than cost price ; and that he had pro- 
vided me gratis with a choice of ''excuses " (they 
were unblushing lies) to give to our good mother 
for spending that evening in town, and "having a 
spree." 

From my affairs we came to talk of Jem's, and I 
found that even he, poor chap I was not without 
h^ troubles. He confided to me, with many ex- 
pressions of shame and vexation, that he had got 
into debt, but having brought home good reports 
and even a prize on this occasion, he hoped to 
persuade my father to pay what he owed. 

** You see. Jack, he s awfully good to me, but 
he will do things his own way, and what's worse, 
the way they were done in his young days. You 
remember the row we had about his giving me an 
allowance ? He didn't want to, because he never 
had one, only tips from his governor when the old 
gentleman was pleased with him. And he said it 
was quite enough to send me to such a good and 
expensive school, and I ought to think of that, 
and not want more because I had got much. We'd 
an awful row, for I thought it was so unfair his 
making out I was greedy and ungrateful, and I 
told liim so, and I said I was quite game to go to 
a cheap school if he liked, only wherever I was J 
did want to be * like the other fellows.' 1 begged 
him to take me away and to let me go somewhere 
cheap with you ; and I said, if the fellows there 
had no allowances, we could do without. As I 



told him, it's not the beastly things that you buy 
that you care about, only of course you don't like 
to be the only fellow who can't buy 'em. So then 
he came round, and said I should have an allow- 
ance, but I must do with a very small one. So I 
said, very well, then I mustn't go in for the games. 
Then he wouldn't have that ; so then I msule out 
a list of what the subscriptions are to cricket, and 
so on, and then your flannels and shoes, and it 
came to double what he offered me. He said it 
was simply disgraceful that boys shouldn't be able 
to be properly educated, and have an honest game 
at cricket for the huge price he paid, without the 
parents being fleeced for all sorts of extravagances 
at exorbitant prices. And I know well enough its 
disgraceful, what we have to pay for school books 
and for things of all sorts you have to get in the 
town ; but, as I said to the governor, why don't 
you kick up a dust with the head master, or write 
to the papers — what's the good of rowing us? 
One must have what other fellows have, and get 
'em where other fellows get 'em. But he never 
did — I wish he would. I should enjoy fighting 
old Pompous if I were in his place. But they're 
as civil as butter to each other, and then old 
Pompous goes on feathering his nest, and backing 
up the tradespeople, and the governor pitches into 
the young men of the present day." 

" He did give you the bigger allowance, didn't 
he? " said I, at this pause in Jem's rhetoric. 

** Yes, he did. He's awfully good to me. But 
you know. Jack, he never paid it quite all, and he 
never paid it quite in time. I found out from my 
mother he did it on purpose to make me value it 
more, and be more careful. Doesn't it seem odd 
he shouldn't see that I can't pay the subscriptions 
a few shillings short or a few days late? One 
must find the money somehow, and then one has 
to pay for that, and then you're short, and go on 
tick, and it runs up, and then they dun you, and 
you're cleaned out, and there you are ! " 

At which climax old Jem laid his curly head on 
his arms, and I began to think very seriously. 

** How niuch do you owe ? " 

Jem couldn't say. He thought he could reckon 
up, so I got a pencil and made a list from his dic- 
tation, and from his memory, which was rather 
vague. When it was done (and there seemed to 
be a misty margin beyond), I was horrified. 
** Why, my dear fellow ! " I exclaimed, ** if you'd 
had your allowance ever so r^ularly, it wouldn't 
have covered this sort of thing." 

'*I know, I know," said poor Jem, clutching 
remorsefully at his curls. "I've been a regular 
fool ! Jack I whatever you do — never tick. It's 
the very mischief. You never know what you 
owe, and so you feel v£^e and order more. And 
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you never know what you don't owe, which is 
worse, for sometimes you're in such despair, it 
would be quite a relief to catch some complaint 
and die. It's like going about with a stone round 
your neck, and nobody kind enough to drown you. 
I can't stand any more of it I shall make a clean 
breast to Father, and if he can't set me straight, I 
won't go back ; I'll work on the farm sooner, and 
let him pay my bills instead of my schooling — and 
serve old Pompous right" 

Poor Jem I long after he had cheered up and 
gone to bed, I sat up and thought. When mv 
premium was paid where was the mon^ for Jem*s 
debts to come from ? And would my father be in 
the humour to pay them ? If he did not, Jem 
would not go back to school. Of that I was quite 
certain. Jem had thought over his affairs, which 
was an enort for him, but he alwajrs thought in 
one direction. His thoughts never went backwards 
and forwards as mine did. If he had made up 
his mind, there was no more prospect of his 
changing it than if he had been my father. And 
if the £ppy terms between them were broken, 
and Jem s career checked when he was doing so 
well ! — the scales that weighed my own future 
were becoming very uneven now. 

I eloped my hands and thought. If I ran 
away, the money would be there for Jem's debts, 
and his errors would look pale in the light of my 
audacity, and he would be dearer tlum ever at 
home, whilst for me were freedom, independence 
(for I had not a doubt of earning bread and cheese, 
if only as a working man) : perhaps a better 
understanding with my father when I had been 
able to prove my courage and industry, or even 
when he got the temperate and dutiful letter I 
meant to post to him when I was fairly off; and 
beyond all, the desire of my eyes, the sight of the 
world. 

Should I stay now ? And for what ? To see 
old Jem at logger-heads with my father, and per- 
haps demoralised by an inferior school ? To turn 
my own back and shut my eyes for ever on all 
that the wide seas embrace ; my highest goal to 
be to grow as rich as Uncle Henry or richer, and 
perhaps as mean or meaner? Should I choose 
for life a life I hated, and set seals to my choice 
by drinking silver-top with the Jew-clerk ? — No, 
Moses, no I 

* * * * * * 

I got up soon after dawn and was in the garden 
at sunrise the morning that I ran away. I had 
made my plans carefully, and carried them out, so 
far with success. 

Including the old miser's bequest which his 
lawyer had paid, there were thirteen pounds to my 
name in the town savings-bank, and this sum I 



had drawn out to b^n life with. I wrapped a 
five-pound note in a loving letter to Jem, and put 
both into the hymn-book on his shelf — ^I knew it 
would not be opened till Sunday. Very few run- 
aways have as much as eight pounds to make a 
start with : and as one could not be quite certain 
how my father would receive Jem's confession, I 
thought he might be glad to have a few pounds of 
his own, and I knew he had spent his share of the 
miser's money long ago. 

I meant to walk to a station about seven miles 
distant, and there take train for LiverpooL I 
should be clumsy indeed, I thought, if I could not 
stow away on board some vessel, as hundreds of 
lads had done before me^ and make myself suffi- 
ciently useful to pay my passage when I was found 
out 

When I got into the garden I kicked my foot 
against something in the grass. It was my mother's 
little gardening-fork. She had been tid3ring her 
pet perennial border, and my father had called 
her hastily, and she had left it half finished, and 
had forgotten the fork. A few minutes more or 
less were of no great importance to me, for it was 
very early, so I finished the border quite neatly, 
and took the fork indoors. 

I put it in a comer of the hall where the light 
was growing stronger and making familiar objects 
clear. In a house like ours and amongst people 
like us, furniture was not chopped and changed 
and decorated as it is now. The place had looked 
like this ever since I could remember, and it would 
look like this to-morrow morning, though my eyes 
would not see it I stood stupidly by the hall 
table where my father's gloves lay neatly one upon 
the other beside his hat. I took them up, almost 
mechanically, and separated them, and laid them 
together again finger to finger, and thumb to 
thumb, and held them with a stupid sort of feel- 
ing, as if I could never put them dovni and go 
away. 

What would my father's face be like when he 
took them up this very morning to go out and look 
for me ? and when — oh when ! — should I see his 
face again ? 

I b^an to feel what one is apt to learn too late, 
that in childhood one takes the happiness of home 
for granted, and kicks against the pricks of its griev- 
ances, not having felt the far harder buffetings of 
the world. Moreover (which one does not think 
of then), that parental blunders and injustices are 
the mistakes and tyrannies of a special love that 
one may go many a mile on one's own wilful way 
and not meet a second time. Who — ^in the wide 
world — would care to be bothered with my confi- 
dence, and blame me for withholding it ? Should 
I meet many people to whom it would matter if 
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we misunderstood each other? Would anybody 
hereafter love me well enough to be disappointed 
in me ? Would other men care so much for my 
fate as to insist on guiding it by lines of their own 
ruling? 

I pressed the gloves passionately against my 
eyes to keep in the tears. If my day-dreams had 
been the only question, I should have changed my 
mind now. If the home grievances had b^n all, 
I should have waited for time and patience to 
mend them. I could not have broken all these 
heart-strings. I should never have run away. 
But there was much more, and my convictions 
were not changed, though I felt as if I might 
have managed better as regards my &ther. 

Would he forgive me? I hoped and believed 
so. Would my mother forgive me ? I knew she 
would— ^as God forgives. 

And with the thought of her, I knelt down, and 
put my head on the hall table and prayed from 
my soul — not for fair winds, and prosperous 
voyages, and good luck, and great adventures ; but 
that it might please God to let me see Home 
again, and the faces that I loved, ah, so dearly, 
after all ! 

And then I got up, and crossed the threshold, 
and went out into the world. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

" A friend in need is a friend indeed." 

Old Proverb, 

I HAVE often thought that the bluest bit of 
good luck (and I was lucky), which befell me 
on my outset into the world, 'w^as that the man I 
sat next to in the railway carriage was not a rogue. 
I travelled third class to Liverpool for more than 
one reason — it was the cheapest way, besides which 
I did not wish to meet any family friends — and 
the man I speak of was a third-class passenger^ 
and he went to Liverpool too. 

At the time I was puzzled to think how he came 
to guess that I was running away, that I had 
money with me, and that I had never been to 
Liverpool before ; but I can well imagine now 
how my ignorance and anxiety must have betrayed 
themselves at every station I mistook for the end of 
my journey, and with every question which I put, as 
I flattered myself, in the careless tones of common 
conversation. I really wonder I had not thought 
beforehand about my clothes, which fitted very 
badly on the character I assumed, and the com- 
pany I chose ; but it was not perhaps to be ex- 



pected that I should know then, as I know now, 
how conspicuous all over me must have been the 
absence of those outward signs of hardship and 
poverty, which they who know poverty and hard- 
ship know so well 

I wish / had known them, because then I should 
have given the man some of my money when we 
parted, instead of feeling too delicate to do so. I 
can remember his face too well not to know now 
how much he must have needed it, and how heroic 
a virtue honesty must have been in him. 

It did not seem to strike him as at all strange 
or unnatural that a lad of my age should be seeking 
his own fortune, but I feel sure that he thought it 
was misconduct on my part which had made me 
run away from home. I had no grievance to 
describe which he could recognize as grievous 
enough to drive me out into the world. However, 
I felt very glad that he saw no impossibility in my 
earning my own livelihood, or even anything very 
unusual in my situation. 

** I suppose lots of young fellows run away from 
home and go to sea from a place like this ? " said 
I, when we had reached Liverpool. 

"And there's plenty more goes that has no 
homes to run from," replied he sententiously. 

Prefacing each fresh counsel with the formula, 
** You*ll excuse me" he gave me some excellent 
advice as we threaded the greasy streets, and 
jostled the disreputable-looking population of the 
lower part of the town. General counsels as to 
my conduct, and the desirableness of turning over 
a new leaf for "young chaps " who had been wild 
and got into scrapes at home. And particular 
counsels which were invaluable to me, as to 
changing my dress, how to hide my money, what 
to turn my hand to with the quickest chance of 
bread-winning in stranee places, and how to keep 
my own affairs to myself among strange people. 

It was in the greasiest street, and among the 
most disreputable-looking people, that we found 
the '* slop-shop " where, by my ftiend's orders, I 
was to "rig out " in clothes befitting my new line 
of life. He went in first, so he did not see the 
qualm that seized me on the doorstep. A revul- 
sion so violent that it nearly made me sick then 
and there ; and if someone had seized me by the 
nape of my neck, and landed me straightway at 
my desk in Uncle Henry's office, would, I believe, 
have left me tamed for life. For if this unutter- 
able vileness of sights and sounds and smells which 
hui^ around the dark entry of the slop shop wefe 
indeed the world, I felt a sudden and most vehe- 
ment conviction that I would willingly renounce 
the world for ever. As it happened, I had not at 
that moment the choice. My friend had gone in, 
and I dared not stay among the people outside. I 
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groped my way into the shop, which was so dark 
as well as dingy that they had lighted a small oil- 
lamp just above the head of the man who served 
out the slops. Even so the lie;ht that fell on him 
was dim and fitful, and was the means of giving 
me another start in which I gasped out — '* Moses 
Benson!" 

The man turned and smiled (he had the Jew- 
clerk's exact smile), and said softly : 

" Cohen, my dear, not Benson. 

And as he bent at another angle of the oil-lamp 
I saw that he was older than the clerk, and dirtier ; 
and though his coat was quite curiously like the 
one I had so often cleaned, he had evidently either 
never met with the invaluable " scouring drops," 
or did not feel it worth while to make use of them 
in such a dingy hole. 

One shock helped to cure the other. Come 
what might, I could not sneak back now to the 
civil congratulations of that other Moses, and the 
scorn of his eye. But I was so nervous that my 
fellow-traveller transacted my business for me, and 
when the oil-lamp flared and I caught Moses 
Cohen looking at me, I jumped as if Snufiy had 
come behind me. And when we got out (and it 
was no easy matter to escape from the various 
benevolent offers of the owner of the slop-shop), 
my friend said : 

"You'll excuse me telling you, but whatever 
you do don't go near that there Jew again. He's 
no friend for a young chap like you." 

"I should have got your slops cheaper," he 
added, **if I could have taken your clothes in 
without you." 

My " slops " were a very loose suit of clothes 
made of much coarser material than my own, and 
I suppose they were called ** slops " because they 
fitted in such a peculiarly sloppy manner. The 
whole ** rig out " (it included a strong clasp-knife, 
and a little leathern bag to keep my money in, 
which I was instructed to carry round my neck) 
was provided by Mr. Cohen in exchange for the 
clothes I had been wearing before, with the addi- 
tion of ten shillings in cash. I dipped again into 
the leathern bag to provide a meal for myself and 
my friend ; then, by his advice, I put a shilling 
and some coppers into my pocket, that I might 
not have to bring out my purse in public, and with 
a few parting words of counsel he wrung my hand, 
and we parted — ^he towards some place of business 
where he hoped to get emplo)rment, and I in the 
direction of the docks, where the ships come and go. 

"I hope you will get work, were my last 
words. 

** The same to you, my lad," was his reply, and 
it seemed to acknowledge me as one of that big 
brotherhood of toilers who, when they want 
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something to do," want it not to pass time but 
to earn daily bread. 



CHAPTER XV. 
" Deark d'on Dcarka." (" Beg of a Bea^ar.") 
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. . From her way of speaking they also saw imme- 
diately that she too was an Eirisher .... They must be a 
bonny family when they are all at home!" — Th^ Life of 
Mansie IVaucA, Tailor in Dalkeith. 
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DOCK" (so ran the 536th of the "Penny 
Numbers ") is " a place artificially formed 
for the reception of ships, the entrance of which 
is generally closed by gates. There are two kinds 
of docks, dry-docks and wet-docks. The former 
are used for receiving ships in order to their being 
inspected and repaired. For this purpose the 
dock must be so contrived that the water may be 
admitted or excluded at pleasure, so that a vessel 
can be floated in when the tide is high, and that 
the water may run out with the fall of the tide, or 
be pumped out, the closing of the gates preventing 
its return. Wet-docks are formed for the purpose 
of keeping vessels always afloat. . . . One of 
the chief uses of a dock is to keep a uniform level 
of water, so that the business of loading and un- 
loading ships can be carried on without any inter- 
ruption. . . . The first wet-dock for conmiercial 
purposes made in this kingdom was formed in the 
year 1708 at Liverpool, then a place of no impor- 
tance." 

The business of loading and unloading ships can 
be carried on without any interruption. If every« 
thing that the ** Penny Numbers told of were as 
true to the life as that, the world's wonders (at 
least those of them which begin with the first four 
letters of the alphabet) must be all that I had 
hoped; and perhaps that bee-hive about which 
Master Isaac and I had had our jokes, did really 
jrield a ** considerable income " to the fortunate 
French bee-master I 

Loading and unloading, coming and going, 
lifting and lowering, shoutmg and replying, swear- 
ing and retorting, creaking and jangling, shrieking 
and bumping, cursing and chaffing, the noise and 
restlessness of men and things were utterly be- 
wildering. I had often heard of a Babel of sounds, 
but I had never before heard anything so like 
what one might fancy it must have been when that 
great crowd of workmen broke up, and left build- 
ing their tower, in a confounding of language and 
misunderstanding of speech. For the men who 
went to and fro in these docks, each his own way, 
jostling and yelling to each other, were men of all 
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nations, and the confusion was of tongues as well 
as of work. At one minute I found myself stand- 
ing n^t to a live Chinaman in a pigtail, who was 
staring as hard as I at some swartny supple-bodied 
sailors with eager faces, and scant clothing wrapped 
tightly round them, diatting to each other in a 
language as strange to the Chinaman as to me, 
their large lustrous eyes returning our curiosity 
with interest, and contrasting strangely with the 
tea-caddy countenance of my elbow neighbour. 
Then a turbaned Turk went by, and then two 
grinning negroes, and there were lots of men who 
looked more like Englishmen, but who spoke with 
other tongues, and amongst those who loaded and 
unloaded in this busy place, which was once of no 
importance, Irish brogue seemed the conunonest 
language of all. 

One thing made me hopeful — there were plenty 
of boys no bigger than myself who were busy 
working, and therefore earning wages, and as I 
saw several lads who were dressed in suits the very 
counterpart of my own, I felt sure that my travel- 
ling companion had done me a good turn when 
he rigged me out in slops. An incident that 
occurred in the afternoon made me a little more 
doubtful about this. 

I really had found much to counterbalance the 
anxieties of my position in the delightful novelty 
and variety of life around me, and not a little to 
raise my hopes ; for I had watched keenly for 
several hours as much as I could see from the 
wharf of what was going on in this ship and that, 
and I began to feel less confused. I perceived 
plainly that a great deal of every-day sort of work 
went on in ships as well as in houses, with the 
chief difference, in dock at any rate, of being 
done in public. In the most free and easy fashion, 
to the untiring entertainment of crowds of idlers 
besides myself, the men and boys on vessel after 
vessel lying alongside, washed out their shirts and 
socks, and hung them up to dry, cooked their 
food, cleaned out their pots and pans, tidied their 
holes and comers, swept and brushed, and fetched 
and carried, and did scores of things which I knew 
I could do perfectly, for ¥rant of something better 
to do. 

" It's clear there's plenty of dirty work to go 
on with till one learns seamanship,*' I thought, 
and the thought was an honest satisfaction to me. 

I had always swept Uncle Henry's office, and 
that had been light work after cleaning the school- 
room at Snuffy's. My hands were never likely to 
be more chapped at sea than they had been with 
dirt and snow and want of things to dry oneself 
with at school ; and as to coal-carrying 

Talking of coals, on board the big ship, out of 
which great white bales, strapped with bars of 



iron, were being pulled up by machinerv, and 
caught and flung about by the " unloaders, there 
was a man whose business it seemed to be to look 
after the fires, and who seemed also to have taken 
a roll in the coal-hole for pleasure ; and I saw him 
find a tin basin and a square of soap, and a decent 
rough towel to wash his face and hands, such as 
woiSd have been reckoned luxurious in a dormitory 
at Snufl^s. Altc^ether, when a heavy hand was 
laid suddenly on my shoulder, and a gruff voice 
said: 

"Well, my young star-gazing greenhorn, and 
what do you want ? ' 

I replied with alacrity, as well as with more 
respect than the stranger's appearance was calcu- 
lated to inspire, " Please, sir, I want to go to sea, 
and I should like to ship for America." 

He was not a nice-looking man by any means — 
far too suggestive of Snuffy, when Snuffy was 
partly drunk. But after a pause, he said : 

" All right Where are your papers ? What 
was your ship, and why did ye run ? 

**I have not served in a ship yet, sir," said I, 
"but I'm sure " 

He did not allow me to go on. With a sudden 
fierce look that made him more horribly like 
Snuffy than before, he caught me by my sleeve and 
a bit of my arm, and shoved me back from the 
edge of the dock till we stood alone. "Then 
where did ye steal your slops ? " he hissed at me 
with oaths. ** Look here, ye voung gallows-bird, 
if ye don't stand me a liquor, 1 11 run ye in as a run- 
away apprentice. So cash up, and look sharp." 

I was startled, but I was not quite such a fool 
as I looked, mind or body. I had once had a 
hardish struggle with Snuffy himself when he was 
savage, and I was strong and agile beyond my 
seeming. I dived deeply into my trousers-pocket, 
as if feeling for the price of a ** liquor," and the 
man having involuntarily allowed me little swing 
for this, I suddenly put up my shoulders, and ran 
at him as if my head were a battering-ram, and 
his moleskin waistcoat the wall of a beleagured 
city, and then wrenching mysfelf from his grasp, 
and dodging the leg he had put out to trip me, I 
fled blindly down the quay. 

No one can take orange-peel into account, how- 
ever. I slipped on a large piece and came head- 
long, with the aggravation of hearing my enemy 
breathing hoarsely close above me. As regards 
him, I suppose it was lucky that my fall jerked 
the shilling and the penny out of my pocket, for 
as the shilling rolled away he went after it, and I 
saw him no more. What I did see when I sat up 
was the last of my penny (which had rolled in 
another direction), as it gave one final turn and 
fell into the dock. 
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I could have cried with vexation, and partly 
with fatigue, for it was getting late, and I was 
getting tired. I had fallen soft enough, as it hap- 
pened, for I found myself on a heap of seeds, 
some kind of small bean, and the yielding mass 
made a pleasant resting-place. There was no one 
very near, and I moved round to the back of the 
hei^ to be still more out of sight, and sat down 
to try and think what it was best to do. If my 
slops were really a sort of uniform to which I was 
not entitled, they would do me more harm than 
good. But whom could I ask? If there were 
an honest, friendly soul in all this crowd, and I 
could come across him, I felt that (without telling 
too much of my affairs) I could explain that I had 
exchanged some good shore clothes of my own for 
what I had been told were more suitable to the 
work I was looking out for, and say further that 
though I had never yet been at sea, I was hardy, 
and willing to make myself useful in any way. 
But how could I tell whom to trust? I might 
speak fair to some likely-looking man, and he 
might take me somewhere and strip me of my 
slops, and find my leather money-bag, and stesd 
that too. When I thought how easily my fellow- 
traveller might have treated me thus, I felt a thrill 
of gratitude towards him, and then I wondered 
how he had prospered in his search for work. As 
for me, it was pretty clear that if I hoped to work 
my way in this wicked world, I must suspect a 
scoundrel in every man I met, and forestall mis- 
chief by suspicion. As I sat and thought, I sifted 
the beans through my fingers, and saw that there 
were lots of strange seeds mixed with them, some 
of very fantastic shapes ; and I wondered what 
countries they came from, and with what shape 
and scent and colour the plants blossomed, and 
thought how Charlie would like some of them to 
sow in pots and watch. As I drove my hands 
deeper into the heap, I felt that it was quite warm 
inside, and then I put my bead down to smell if 
there was any fragrance in the seeds, and I did 
not lift it up again, for I fell fast asleep. 

I was awakened by a touch on my head, and a 
voice just above me, saying: "Hes alive anny- 
how, thank God ! " and sitting up among the 
beans I found that it was dark and fc^gy, but a 
lamp at some distance gave me a pretty good 
view of an old woman who was bending over me. 

She was dressed, apparently, in several skirts of 
unequal lengths, each one dingier and more useless- 
looking than the one beneath it. She had a man's 
coat, with a short pipe in the breast-pocket ; and 
what her bonnet was like one could not tell, for it 
was comfortably tied down by a crimson handker- 
chief with big white spots, which covered it com- 
pletely. Her face was as crumpled and as dirty 



as her clothes, but she had as fine eyes and as kind 
eyes as mine had ever met. And every idea of 
needful wariness and of the wickedness of the 
world went quite naturally out of my head, and I 
said, " Did you think I was dead, mother?'* 

" I did not ; though how would I know what 
would be the matter wid ye, lying there those 
three hours on your face, and not a stir out o' ye ?" 

** You're very kind," I said, dusting the bean- 
dust off my trousers, and I suppose I looked a 
little puzzled, for the old woman (helping me by 
flicking at my sleeve) went on : ** I'll not deceive 
ye, my dear. It was my own Micky that was on 
my mind ; though now you've lifted your face, 
barring the colour of his hair, there's no likeness 
betwixt ye, and I'm the disappointed woman 
again, God help me ! " 

** Is Micky your son ? " I asked. 

*' He is, and a better child woman never had, till 
he tired of everything I would do for him, being 
always the boy for a change, and went for a stow- 
away from this very port. 

" Sit down, mother ; stow-aways are lads that 
hide on board ship, and get taken to sea for 
nothing, aren't they?" 

"They are, darlin'; but it's not for nothing 
they get kept at sea, ye may take your oath. 
And many's the one that leaves this in the highest 
of expictations, and is glad enough to get bade to 
it in a tattered shirt and a whole skin, and with an 
increase of contintment under the ways of home 
upon his mind." 

"And you hope Micky'll come back, I sup- 
pose?" 

** Why wouldn't I, acushla ? Sure it was by 
reason o' that I got bothered with the washin* 
after me poor boy left me, from my mind being 
continually in the docks, instead of with the clothes. 
And there I would be at the end of the week, 
with the captain's jerseys gone to old Miss Hard- 
ing, and his washing no corricter than hers^ though 
he d more good nature in him over the accidents, 
and iron-moulds on the table-cloths, and pocket- 
handkerchers missin', and me ruined entirely 
vrith making them good, and no thanks for it, tiU 
a good-natured sow! of a foreigner that kept a pie- 
shop lamed me to make the coffee, and lint me 
the money to buy a barra, and he says : ' Go as 
convanient to the ships as ye can, mother ; it'll 
aise your mind. My own heart,' says he, laying 
his hand to it, ' knows what it is to have my body 
here, and the whole sowl of me far away. 

" Did you pay him back?" I asked. I spoke 
without thinking, and still less did I mean to be 
rude ; but it suddenly struck me that I was young 
and hearty, and that it would be almost a duty to 
share the contents of my leather bag with this 
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lan, if there were no chance of her 
teing unable to repay the generous foreigner. 

Did I pay him back P " she screamed. " Would 
I be the black-hearted thief to him that was kind 



to me? Sorra bit nor sup but dry bread and 
water passed me lips till he had his own agin, and 
the heart's blessings of owld Biddy Macartney 
along with it. " 
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I made my peace with old Biddy as well as I 
could, and turned the conversation back to her 
son. 

** So you live in the docks with your cofFee- 
barrow, mother, that you may be sure not to miss 
Micky when he comes ashore ? '* 

** I do, darlin'. Fourteen years all but three 
days. He'll be gone fifteen if we all live till 
Wednesday week/* 

^^ Fifteen i But, mother, if he were like me 
when he went, he can*t be very like me now. He 
must be a middle-aged man. Do you think you'd 
know him ? " 

This question was more unfortunate than the 
other, and produced such howling and weeping, 
and beating of Biddy's knees as she rocked herself 
among the beans, that I should have thought every 
soul in the docks would have crowded round us. 
But no one took any notice of us, and by degrees 
I calmed her, chiefly by the assertion — "He'll 
know you, mother, anyhow." 

** He will so, God bless him ! " said she. **And 
haven't I gone over it all in me own mind, of^en 
and often, when I'd see the vessels feelin' their 
way home through the darkness, and the coffee 
staymin enough to cheer your heart wid the smell 
of it, and the laste taste in life of something bet- 
ther in the stone bottle under me petticoats. And 
then the big ship would be coming in with her 
lights at the head of her, and myself sitting alone 
with me patience, GOD helping me, and one and 
another strange face going by. And then he 
comes along, cold maybe, and smells the coffee. 
' Bedad, but that's a fine smell with it,' says he, 
for Micky was mighty particular in his aitin' and 
drinkin'. ' I'll take a dhrop of that,** says he, not 
noticing me particular, and if ever I'd the saycret 
of a good cup he gets it, me consayling me face. 

* What will it be ? says he, setting down the mug. 

* What would it be, Micky, from your Mother?' 
says I, and I lifts me head. Arrah, but then 
there's the heart's delight between us. * Mother 1 * 
says he. * Micky ! ' says I. And he lifts his foot 
and kicks over the barra, and dances me round in 
his arms. * Ochone I * says the spictators ; * there's 
the fine coffee that's running into the dock .' 'Let 
it run,' says I, in the joy of me heart, * and you 
after it, and the barra on the top of ye, now Micky 
me son's come home ! ' " 

** Wonderfully jolly ! " said I. "And it must 
be pleasant even to think of it." 

But Biddy's effort of imagination seemed to 
have exhausted her, and she relapsed into the 
lowest possible spirits, from which she suddenly 
roused herself to return to her neglected coffee- 
stall. 

" Bad manners to me, for an old fool ! sitting 



here whineging and lamenting, when there's folks, 
may&, waiting for their coffee, and yourself would 
have been the betther of some diis half-hoar. 
Come along wid ye." 

And giving a tighter knot to the red kerchief, 
which had been disordered by her lamentations, 
the old woman went down the dock, I following 
her. 

We had not to go far. Biddy's coffee barrow was 
placed just as the pieman had advised. It was as 
near the ships as possible. In fact it was actually 
under the shadow of a big black-looking vessel 
which loomed large through the fog, and to and 
from which men were coming and going as usual. 
With several of these the old woman interchanged 
some good-humoured chaff as she settled herself 
in her place, and bade me sit beside her. 

" Tuck your legs under ye, agra ! on that bit of 
an ould sack. 'Tis what I wrap round me 
shoulders when the nights do be wet, as it isn't 
this evening, thank God ! And there's the coffee 
for ye." 

" Mother," said I, "do you think you could sit 
so as to hide me for a few minutes? All the 
money I have is in a bag round my neck, and I 
don't want strangers to see it." 

** Ye'U just keep it there, then," replied Biddy, 
irately, "and don't go an' insult me wid the show 
of it." 

And she turned her back on me, whilst I drank 
my coffee, and ate some ^excellent cakes, which 
formed part of her stock-in-trade. One of these 
she insisted on my putting into my pocket " against 
the hungry hour. I thanked her warmly for the 
gift, whereupon she became mollified, and said I 
was kindly welcome ; and whilst she was serving 
some customers, I turned round and looked at the 
ship. Late as it was, people seemed very busy 
about her, rather more so than about any I had 
seen. As I sat, I was just opposite to a yawning 
hole in the ship's side, into which men were noisily 
running great bales and boxes, which other men 
on board were lowering into the depths of the 
vessel with very noisy machinery and with much 
shouting in a sort of uncouth rhythm, to which the 
grating and bumping of the crane and its chains 
was a trifle. I was so absorbed by looking, and it 
was so impossible to hear anything else uiSess one 
were attending, that I never discovered that Biddy 
and I were alone again, till the touch of her hand 
on my head made me jump. 

"I beg your pardon, mother," I said; **I 
couldn't think what it was." 

* * I ax yours, dear. It's just the curls, and I'm 
the foolish woman to look at 'em. Barrin' the 
hair, ye don't favour each other the laste." 
I had really heard a good deal about Micky, and 
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was getting tired of him, and incKned to revert to 
my own amurs. 

"Mother, do you know where this ship comes 
from?" 

" I do not But she sails with the morning for 
Halifax, I'm told. And that's America way, and 
I insensed the cook — that was him that axed me 
where I bought my coffee — to have an eye out for 
Micky, in case he might come across him any- 
where. ** 

America way ! To-morrow morning ! A storm 
of thoughts rushed through mv head, and in my 
passionate longing for hdp I knelt up by the old 
Irishwoman and laid my hand upon hers. 

'* Mother dear, do help me ! You are so kind, 
and you've a boy of vour own at sea. I want to 
go to America, and I ve no papers or anything. 
Couldn't I stow away as Micky did ? Couldn't I 
stow away on this one ? I can work well enough 
when they find me out, if I could only hide so as 
to get off ; and you know the ships and the docks 
so well, you could tell me how, if only you would." 

I am always ashamed to remember the feeble 
way in which I finished off by breaking down, 
though I do not know that I could have used any 
argument that would have gone so far with Biddy. 
If it had been a man who had been befriending 
me, I'm sure I shouldn't have played the fool, but 
it was a woman, so I felt doubly helpless in 
having to depend on her, and she felt doubly kind, 
and in short, I put my face in my hands and 
sobbed. 

For quite four hours after this I was puzzled to 
death by smelling stale bad tobacco about myself; 
then I discovered that by some extraordinary jerk 
in the vehemence of Uie embrace which was Biddy's 
first response to my appeal, the little black pipe 
had got out of her coat-pocket and tumbled down 
the breast of my slops. 

I hope my breakdown was partly due to the 
infectious nature of emotion, ot which Biddy was 
so lavish that my prospects were discussed in a 
sadly unbusinesslike fashion. My conscience is 
really quite clear of having led her to hope that I 
would look out for Micky on the other side of the 
Atlantic, but I fear that ^e had made up her mind 
that we should meet, and that this went far towards 
converting her to my views for stowing away on 
the vessel lying alongside of us. However, that 
important point once reached, the old woman 
threw herself into the enterprise with a practical 
knowledge of the realities ot the undertaking and 
a zest for tiie romance of it which were alike 
invaluable to me. 

"The botheration of it is," said Biddv, after 
some talk, tangling her bonnet and handkerchief 
over her fece till I felt inclined to beg her to let 



me put her straight — ** the botheration of it is, that 
it's near to closing-time, and when the bell rings 
every soul'll be cleared out, labourers and idlers, 
and myself among 'em. Ye*ll have to hide, me 
darlin' but there'll be no mighty difficulty in that, 
for I see a fine bit of tarpaulm yonder that'd con- 
sale a dozen of the likes of you. But there's that 
fool of a watchman that'll come parading and 
meandering up and down wid all the airs of a 
sentry on Um and none of his good looks, and wid 
a sneaking bull's-eye of a lantern in his hand. 
He's at the end of the wharf now, purshuin' to 
him ! Maybe I'll get him to taste a dhrop of me 
coffee before the bell rings. Many's the cup I 
gave to the old watchman before him, peace to 
his sowl, the kindly craythur I that never did a 
more ill-natured thing on his beat than sleep like 
a child. Hide now, darlin', and keep the tail of 
your eye at a comer where ye'll see the ship. 
Maybe hell take a nap yet, for all his airs, and 
then there's the chance for ye ! And mind now, 
keep snug till the pilot's gone as I warned ye, and 
then it's the bold heart and the civil tongue, and just 
the good-nature of your ways, that'll be your best 
friends. The cook tells me the captain's as dacent 
a man as iver he served with, so you might aisy 
do worse, and are not likely to do better. Are ye 
hid now ? Whisht ! Whisht I " 

I heard most of this through a lifted comer of 
the tarpaulin, under which I had the good luck to 
secrete myself without observation and without 
difficulty. In the same manner I became witness 
to the admirable air of indifference with which 
Biddy was mixing herself a cup of coffee as the 
watchman approached. I say mixing advisedly, 
for as he came up she was conspicuously pouring 
some of the contents of the stone botUe into her 
cup. Whether this drew the watchman's attention 
in an unusual d^;ree, of course I do not know, but 
he stopped to say, " Good evening, Biddy." 

"Good evening to ye, me dear, and a nasty 
damp evening it is. 

" You're taking something to keep the damp 
out, I see, missus." 

" I am, dear; but it's not for a foine milithrary- 
looking man like yourself to be having the laugh 
at a poor old craythur with nothin' but the wind 
and weather in her bones." 

"The wind and weather get into my bones, I 
can tell you," said the watchman ; " an^ I b^n 
my work in the fog just when you're getting out 
of it." 

" And that's thrue, worse luck. Take a dhrop 
of coffee, alanna, before I lave ye." 

"No, thank ye, missus; I've just had my 
supper." 

•* And would that privint ye from takin' the cup 
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I'd be offering ye, wid a taste of somethin* in it 
against the damps, barrin* the bottle was empty ?" 

" Well, I'm not particular — as you are so pres- 
sing. Thank ye, mum ; here's your e[ood health." 

I heard the watchman say this, though at the 
moment I dared not peep, and then I heard him 
cough. 

"My sakes, Biddy, you make your — coffee — 
strong." 

" Strong, darlin' ? It's pure, ye mane. It's 
the rale craythur, that, and bedad ! there's a 
a dhrop or two left that's not worth the removing, 
and we'll share it annyhow. Here's to them thars 
far — ^r away." 

" Thank you, thank you, woman." 

" Thim that's fuar, and thim that's far away ! " 
said Biddy, improving upon her toast. 

There was a pause. I could hear the old woman 
packing up her traps, and then the man (upon 
whom the coffee and whisky seemed to produce a 
roughening rather than a soothing effect) said 
coarsely, ** You're a rum lot, you Irish ! " 

** We are, dear," replied Biddy, blandly ; ** and 
that's why we'd be comin' all the way to Lanca- 
shire for the improvement of our manners." And 
she threw the sacking round her neck, and lifted 
the handles of her barrow. 

'* Good-night, me darlin' ! " said she, raising her 
voice as she moved off. " lVe*ll meet again, God 
willing." 

** Safe enough, unless you tumble into the dock," 
replied the watchman. " Go steady, missus. I 
hope vou'll get safe home with that barra o' 
yours. 

" God send all safe home that's far from it I " 
shouted Biddy, in tones that rose above the rumb- 
ling of the wheel and the shuffling of her shoes. 

" Haw ! haw ! " laughed the watchman, and 
with increased brutalness in his voice he reiterated, 
" You're a rum lot, Biddy 1 and free of most 
things, blessings and all." 

I was not surprised that the sound of the wheel 
and the shoes ceased suddenly. Biddy had set 
down her barrow to retort But it was with deep 
gratitude that I found her postpone her own 
wrath to my safety, and content herself with 
making her enemy ** a prisint of the contimpt of a 
rogue. 

** And. what would I be doing but blessing ye ? " 
she cried, in a voice of such dramatic variety as 
only quick wits and warm feelings can give, it was 
so full at once of suppressed rage, humorous 
triumph, contemptuous irony, and infinite tender- 
ness. And I need hardly say that it was raised to 
a ringing pitch that would have reached my ears 
had they been buried under twenty tarpaulins. 
"God bless ye for ivermore I Good luck to ye ! 



fine weather to ye ! health and strength to ye I 
May the knaves that would harm ye be made fools 
for your benefit, and may niver worse luck light 
on one hair of your head than the best blessings of 
Biddy Macartney 1 " 

Something peculiar in the sound of Biddy's re- 
treating movements made me risk another glance 
from an angle of the tarpaulin. 

And upon my honour it is strictly true that I 
saw the old Irish woman drive her barrow down 
the dock till she passed out of sight, and that she 
went neither walking nor running, but dancing; 
and a good high stepping dance too, that showed 
her stockings, and shook the handkerchief on her 
head. And when she reached the end of the 
wharf she snapped her fingers in the air. 

Then I drew my head back, and I could hear 
the watchman guffaw as if he would have split his 
sides. And even after he b^[an to tramp up and 
down I could hear him still chuckling as he paced 
by. 

And if I did not hear Biddy chuckle, it was 
perhaps because the joke on her side lay deeper 
down. 



« 



CHAPTER XVI. 

" The mariners shout, 
The ships swing about. 
The yanls are all hoisted, 
The sails flutter out." 

The Saga of King Ola/. 

THE docks were very quiet now. Only a few 
footfalls broke the silence, and the water 
sobbed a little round the piles, and there was 
some creaking and groaning and grinding, and the 
vessels drifted at their moorings, and bumped 
against the wharves. 

The watchman paced up and down, and up and 
down. I did not hear him very clearly from under 
the tarpaulin, and sometimes when he went farther 
away I did not hear him at all. At last I was so 
long without hearing him that I peeped cautiously 
out. What Biddy had said might be, seemed 
really to have happened. The watchman was 
sitting in a sort of armchair of ironbound cotton- 
bales ; his long coat was tucked between his legs, 
his hat was over his nose, and he was fast asleep. 

I did not need any one to tell me that now was 
my time ; but it was with limbs that almost refused 
their office from sheer fright, that I crept past the 
sleeping man, and reach^ the edge of the wharf. 
Thiere was the vessel moving veiy slightly, and 
groaning dismally as she moved, and there was 
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the hole, and it was temptmgly dark. But — the 
gangway that had been laid across from the wharf 
was gone ! I could have jumped the chasm easily 
with a run, but I dared not take a run. If I did 
it all it must be done standing. I tried to fetch a 
breath free from heart-throbs, but in vain ; so I 
set my teeth, and pulled nerves and sinews together 
and jumped. 

It was too much for me, and I jumped short 
and fell. Then my training under the half-caste 
told in my &vour. I caught the edge of the hole 
with my hands, and swung suspended over the 
water, with quite presence of mind enough to hear 
and think of what was going on about me. What 
I heard was the watchman, who roused up to call 
out, ** Who's there?" and then he shot a sharp 
ray of light from his lantern right into the hole. 
It was very lucky for me that I was so low, for the 
light went over my head, and he saw nothing of 
me, my dark clothes making no mark against the 
ship's black hull. 

My head was cool enough now, and my heart 
steady, and I listened with an intensity that post- 
poned fear, though my predicament was not a 
pleasant one, and the rippling water below me 
was confusing. 

The suspense was no doubt shorter than it 
seemed, before the light disappeared, and with a 
thankful heart I distinctly heard the watchman 
flop down again among the cotton-bales. Then I 
drew m3^self up over the edge and crept noiselessly 
into the ship. I took care to creep beyond reach 
of the lantern, and then the swaying of the vessel 
made me feel so giddy that I had to lie still for a 
while where I was, before I could recover myself 
enough to feel about for a suitable hiding-place. 

As I afterwards learnt) I was on the lower deck, 
which was being used for cargo instead of pas- 
sengers. The said cargo seemed so tightly packed, 
that in spite of creeping, and groping, and knock- 
ing myself pretty hard, I could feel no nook or 
comer to my mind. Then I turned giddy again 
and reeled against the door of a cabin, which gave 
way so far as to let me fall inwards on to a heap of 
old sails, ropes, and other softish ship lumber 
stowed away within. As I fell my hand struck 
something warm, which I fancied gave a writhe 
out of my grasp. I groped and seized it again, 
and now there was no mistake. It was some- 
body's arm, who said in a quick undertone, 
•* Gently, gently, sirs ; I'm coming along with ye. 
I'll gie ye my word I'm after no harm." 

I was taken aback, but thought it well to keep 
up my position, which appeared to be one of 
advantage. The young man (for it was a young- 
ster's voice) was evidently no ship's officer. If he 
were a dockyard pilferer, it was a nuisance, and a 



complication in my affairs, but I might pull through 
the difficulty with presence of mind. 

" Speak low ! *' I whispered sharply. ** What's 
your name, and where do you come from ? " 

" Alister Auchterlay, they call me" (the whisper 
¥ras a reluctant one, but I jogged his arm rather 
fiercely to shake the truth out of him). '* I come 
from Aberdeenshire. But, man ! if ye're for 
having me up in court, for God's sake let me 
plead in another name, for my mother taks the 
papers." 

** What are you doing here ? " I whispered in a 
not very steady whisper, as I think my prisoner 
detected. 

"I'm just stowing away," he said eagerly; 
'* I'm no harming a thing. Eh, sir, if you're a 
ship's 'prentice, or whatever may be your duties 
on this vessel, let me bide ! There s scores of 
stowaways taken every day, and I'll work as few 
could." 

'* Do, do try and speak low," I whispered ; **or 
we shall both be found out. Ttn stowing away 
mysdfl " 

** Whew, laddie I How long will ye have been 
in Liverpool?" 

* * Only to-day. How long have you been here ? " 

" A week, and a sore week too. 

" You've no friends here, have you ? " 

"Freens, did ye say? I've no freens nearer 
than Scotland." 

"You must have had a hard time of it,' 
whispered. 

** Ye may say so. I've slept four nights in the 
docks, and never managed to stow till to-night. 
There's a watchman about." 

" I know," said I. 

** I shouldn't have got in to-night, but the mis- 
conducted body's asleep, though I'll say it's the 
first time I saw him sleeping these four days. Eh, 
sirs 1 there's an awful indifference to responsibility, 
when a man does a thing like yon. But it'll be 
whisky, I'm thinking; for I heard him at clish- 
maclavers with one of these randy, drucken old 
Eirishers." 

My blood boiled. " She was not drunk ! " said 
I. And she's— she's a great friend of mine." 

" Whisht ! whisht, man I We'll be heard. I 
ask your pardon, I'm sure. " 

I made no reply. The Scotchman's tone was 
unpleasantly dry. Besides it was very difficult to 
give vent to one's just indignation in whispers, and 
I still felt giddy, though I was resting my back 
against some of the lumber, rather comfortably. 

"You'll no be Eirish, yourself?" the Scotch- 
man asked in his own accent, which was as strong 



in its way as Biddy's. 
"I'm English/*^ I said. 
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* • Just so. And edyucated, I dare to say ? " 

**I suppose so.** 

" Ye*ve not forgiven rae that I wronged the old 
lady? Indeed, but I ask your pardon, and hers 
no less. It*s not for the b^t of us to sit in judg- 
ment on the erring, as my mother has often said 
to me, unless it comes in the plain path of duty. 
But maybe your own temper would be a bit soored 
if your head was as light and your heart as sick as 
mine with starvation and hope deferred " 

** Are you hungry ? ** I interrupted. 

" 1*11 not be sorry when we get a meaL" 

" What have you had to-day ? ** I asked. 

<< I*ve been in the dock all day,'* he answered 
evasively, '' but I*m no great eater at the best of 
times, and I chewed two bits of orange-peel, not 
to speak of a handful of com where there was a 
big heap had been spilt by some wasteful bodyor 
another, that had small thoughts of it*s coming to 
use. Now hoo in this world's a man to make 
honest profit on a commodity he entrusts " 

" Sh ! sh 1 You're raising your voice again, 
said I. "Where's your hand? It's only a cake, 
but it'll be better than nothing. " And I held out 
the cake Biddy had made me put in my pocket 

** I'll no take it from ye. Keep it for your own 
needs; I*m harder than yourself, it's likely,** he 
said, pushing my hand aside, and added almost 
peevishly, "but keep the smell of it from me.** 

*' I can spare it perfectly,** I whispered. " I*ve 
had plenty to eat quite lately.** 

I shall never forget how he clutched it then. 
I could hear his teeth clash with the eagerness of 
his eating. It almost frightened me in the dark- 
ness. 

" Eh 1 man, that was good I ** he gasped. Are 
ye sure indeed and in truth ye could spare it all ? 
I didn't think they made such bannocks out of 
Scotland. But we've much to learn in all matters, 
doubtless. Thank ye a thousand times." 

"The old Irishwoman gave it me!** I said 
with some malice. " She made me put it in my 
pocket, though she had given me a good meal 
before, for which she would take nothing." 

** It was leeberal of her," said Alister Auchter- 
lay. " Verra leeberal ; but there are good Chris- 
tians to be met with, amongst all sorts, there's not 
a doot aboot it." 

I should probably have pursued my defence of 
Biddy against this grudging — ^not to say insulting — 
tribute to her charity, u I had not begun to feel 
too tired to talk, and very much teased by the 
heaving of the vessel. 

" I wish the ship would be quiet till we start," 
I said. " We're not at sea yet" 

In reply to this Alister at some length, and with 
as much emphasis as whispering permitted, ex- 



plained to me that a ship could not, in the nature 
of things, keep still, except in certain circum- 
stances, such as being in dry dock for repairs or 
Ijring at anchor in absolutely still water. 

" Good gracious ! " I interrupted. " Of course 
I know all that. You don't suppose I expect it 
not to move." 

** I understood ye to say that ye wushed it," he 
replied with dignity, if not offence. 

" I don't know what I wish ! " I moaned. 

My companion's reply to this was to feel about 
for me and then to begin scrambling over me; 
then he said — "Move on, laddie, to your right, 
and ye'U find space to lie on the fiat of your back, 
close by the ship's side. I'm feared you're barely 
fit for the job ye've undertaken, but ye'U be easier 
if ye lie down, and get some sleep." 

I moved as he told me, and the relief of lying 
fiat was great — so great that I began to pull myseU 
together again, and made ready in my mind to 
thank my unseen companion for the generosity 
with which he had evidently given me the place 
he. had picked for himself. But whilst I was 
thinking about it I fell &st asleep. 

When I woke, for the first minute I thought I 
was at home, and I could not conceive what 
Martha could be doing, that there should be, as 
far as one could hear, chimney-sweeping, cinder- 
riddling, furniture-moving, clock-winding, and 
spring-cleaning, of the most awful nature, all 
going on at once, and in a storm of yelling and 
scolding, which was no part of our domestic ways. 
But in another minute I knew where I was, and 
by the light coming through a little round porthole 
above me, I could see my companion. 

He was still sleeping, so that I could satisfy my 
keen curiosity, without rudeness. He had indeed 
given up the only bit of space to me, and was him- 
self doubled up among lumber in a fashion that 
must have been very trying to the length of his 
limbs. For he was taller than I, though not, I 
thought, much older ; two years or so, perhaps. 
The cut of his clothes (not their rag^edness, though 
they were ragged as well as patched) confirmed me 
in my conviction that he was "not exactly a gentle- 
man ; but I felt a little puzzled about him, for, 
broad as his accent was, he was even less exactly 
of the Tim Binder and Bob Fumiss class. 

He was not good-looking, and yet I hardly 
know any word that would so fittingly descrih« 
his face in the repose of sleep, and with that bit of 
light concentrated upon it, as the word "noble." 
It was drawn and pinched with pain and the endu- 
rance of pain, ana I never saw anything so thin, 
except his hands, which lay close to his sides — 
both clenched. But I do think he would have 
been handsome if his fisice had not been almost 
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aggressively intelligent when awake, and if his 
eyebrows and eyelashes had had any colour. His 
hair was fair but not bright, and it was straight 
without being smooth, and tossed into locks that 
had no grace or curl. And why he made me 
think of a Bible picture — Jacob lying at the foot 
of the ladder to heaven, or something of that sort — 
I could not tell, and did not puzzle myself to 
wonder, for the ship was moving, and there was a 
great deal to be seen out of the window, tiny as it 
was. 

It looked on to the dock, where men were 
running about in the old bewildering fashion. To- 
day it was not so bewildering to me, because I 
could see that the men were working with some 
purpose that affected our vessel, though the direc- 
tions in which they ran, dragging ropes as thick as 
roy leg» to the grinding of equally monstrous 
chains, were as mysterious as the figures of some 
dance one does not know. As to the noises they 
made, men and boys anywhere are given to help 
on their work with sounds of some sort, but I 
could not have believed in anything approaching 
to these, out of a lunatic asylum, umess I had 
heard them. 

I could hear quite well, I could hear what was 
said, and a great deal of it, I am sorry to say, 
wouJd have been better unsaid. But the orders 
which rang out interested me, for I tried to fit 
them on to what followed, though without much 
result. At last the dock seemed to be moving 
away from me — I saw men, but not the same men 
— and every man's eye was fixed on us. Then the 
thick brown rope just below my, window quivered 
like a bow-string, and tightened (all the water 
starting from it in a sparkling shower) till it looked 
as firm as a bar of iron, and I held on tight, for 
we were swinging round. Suddenly the voice of 
command sang out — (I fancied with a touch of 
triumph in the tone) — " Let go the warp ! " The 
thick rope sprang into the air, and wriggled like a 
long snsdce, and it was all I could do to help join- 
ing in the shouts that rang from the deck above 
and from the dock below. Then the very heart of 
the ship began to beat with a new sound, and the 
Scotch lad leaped like a deerhound to the window, 
and put his arm round my shoulder, and whispered, 
** That's the screw, man I we^re off I " 



CHAPTER XVII. 

" He that tholes o'ercomes." 

" Tak' your venture, as mony a gude ship has done." 

Scotch Proverbs, 

I AM disposed to think that a ship is a place 
where one has occasional moments of excite- 
ment and enthusiasm that are rare elsewhere, but 
that it is not to be beaten (if approached) for the 
deadliness of the despondency to be experienced 
therein. 

For perhaps a quarter of an hour after our start 
I felt much excited, and so, I think, did my com- 
panion. Shoulder to shoulder we were glued to 
the little round window, pinching each other when 
the hurrying steps hither and thither threatened to 
come down our way. We did not talk much, we 
were too busy looking out, and listening to the 
rushing water, and the throbbing of the screw. 
The land seemed to slip quickly by, countless 
ships, boats and steamers barely gave us time to 
have a look at them, though Alister (who seemed 
to have learned a good deal during his four days 
in the docks) whispered little bits of information 
about one and another. Then the whole shore 
seemed to be covered by enormous sheds, and 
later on it got farther off, and then the land lay 
distant, and it was very low and marshy and most 
dreary-looking, and I fancied it was becoming 
more difficult to keep my footing at the window ; 
and just when Alister had been pointing out a 
queer red ship with one stumpy mast crowned by a 
sort of cage, and telling me that it was a light- 
ship, our own vessel began to creak and groan 
worse than ever, and the floor under our feet 
seemed to run away from them, and by the time 
you had got used to going down, it caught you 
and jerked you up again, till my head reftised to 
think anything about anything, and I half dropped 
and was half helped by Alister on to the flat of my 
back as before. 

As to him, I may as well say at once, that I 
never knew him affected at sea by the roughest 
wind that could blow, and he sat on a box and 
looked at me half pityingly, and half, I suppose, 
with the sort of curiosity I had felt about him. 

" I'm feared the life 11 be a bit over rough for 
ye," he said kindly. "Would ye think of going 
up and disclosing yourself before we're away from 
all chance of getting ashore ? " 

** No, no ! said I, vehemently, and added more 
feebly, " I daresay I shall be all right soon." 

" Maybe," said the Scotchman. 

He went back to the window and gazed out, 
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seeing, I have no doubt, plenty to interest him ; 
though my eyes, if opened for a moment, only 
shrank back and closed again instinctively, with 
feelings of indescribable misery. So indefinite 
time went on, Alister occasionally making whis- 
pered comments which I did not hear, and did 
not trouble myself to ask questions about, being 
utterly indifferent to the answers. But I felt no 
temptation to give in. I only remember feeling 
one intense desire and it amounted to a prayer, 
that if these intolerable sensations did not abate, I 
might at any rate become master enough of them 
to do my duty in their teeth. The thought made 
me more alert, and when the Scotch laid warned 
me that steps were coming our way, I implored 
him to hide deeper under the sails, if he wished, 
without consideration for me, as I had resolved to 
face my fate at once, and be either killed or 
cured. 

"Thank ye kindly, " said Alister, "but there's 
small use in hiding now. They can but pitch us 
overboard, and I've read that drowning is by far 
an easier death than being starved, if ye come to 
that." 

It was in this frame of mind that a sailor found 
us, and took us prisoners with so little difficulty 
that he drew the scarcely fair conclusion that we 
were the cheekiest, coolest hands of all the nasty, 
sneaking, longshore loafers he had ever had to 
deal with in all his blessed and otherwise than 
blessed born days. And wrathful as this outburst 
was, it was colourless to the indignation in his 
voice, when (replying to some questions from 
above) he answered — 

" Two on 'em I " 

Several other sailors came to the help of our 
captor, and we were dragged up the ladder and 
on deck, where the young Scotchman looked to 
better advantage than down below, and where I 
made the best presentment of myself that my 
miserable condition would allow. We were soon 
hauled before the captain, a sensible-faced, red- 
bearded man, with a Scotch accent rather harsher 
than Alister's, in which he harangued us in very 
unflattering phrases for our attempt to "steal a 
passage,*' and described the evil fate of which we 
were certain, if we did not work uncommonly hard 
for our victuals. 

With one breath I and my companion asserted 
our willingness to do anything, and that to get a 
free passage as idlers was our last wish and inten- 
tion. To this, amid appreciating chuckles from 
the crew, the captain replied, that, so sneaks and 
stowaways always said; a taunt which was too 
vulgar as repartee to annoy me, though I saw 
Alister's thin hands clenching at his sides. I 
don't know if the captain did, but he called 



out — " Here I you lankey lad there, show your 
hands." 

"They're no idle set," said Alister, stretching 
them out« He lifted his eyes as he said it, and I 
do not think he could have repressed the flash in 
them* to save his life. Every detail of the scene 
was of breathless interest to me, and as I watched 
to see if the captain took offence, I noticed that 
(though they were far less remarkable from being 
buried in a fat and commonplace countenance) his 
eyes, like Alister's were of that bright, cold, sea- 
blue common among Scotchmen. He did not 
take offence, and I believe I was right in thinking 
that the boy's wasted hands struck him much as 
they had struck me. 

"Don't speak unless I question you. How 
long will ye have been hanging round the docks 
before ye'd the impudence to come aboard here?" 

"I slept four nights in the docks, sir." 

"And where did ye take your meals ? " 

A flush crept over Alister's bony face. " I'm 
no' a great eater, sir," he said, with his eyes on 
the deck : and then suddenly lifting a glance at 
me out of the comer of them, he added, ** the last 
I had was just given me by a freen." 

" That'll do. Put your hands down. Can yoa 
sew ? " 

" I ask your pardon, sir ? " 

"Is the fool deaf? Can ye use a needle and 
thread ? " 

"After a rough fashion, sir, and I can knit a 
bit." 

"Mr. Waters?" 

A man with a gold band round his cap stepped 
forward and touched it. 

" Take him to the sailmaker. He can help to 
patch the old fore-stay-sail on the forecastle. And 
you can " 

The rest of the order was in a low voice, but 
Mr. Waters saluted again and replied, " Yes, sir." 

The captain saluted Mr. Waters, and then as 
Alister moved off, he said, "You're not sick, I 
see. Have you sailed before ? " 

" From Scotland, sir." 

Whether, being a Scotchman himself, the tones 
of Alister's voice, as it lingered on the word 
" Scotland," touched a soft comer in the captain's 
soul, or whether the blue eyes met with an in- 
voluntary feeling of kinship, or whether the cap- 
tain was merely stmck by Alister's powerful- look- 
ing frame, and thought he might be very useful 
when he was better fed, I do not know ; but I feel 
sure that as he returned my new comrade's salute, 
he did so in a softened humour. Perhaps this 
made him doubly rough to me, and I have no 
doubt I looked as miserable an object as one could 
(not) wish to see. 
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** You're sick enough," he said; ''stand straight, 
sir ! we don't nurse invalids here, and if you stop 
you'll have to work for your food, whether you 
can eat it or not." 

" I wUl, sir," said I. 

" Put out your hands." 

I did, and he looked keenly, first at them, and 
then, from head to foot, at me. And then to my 
horror, he asked the question I had been asked by 
the man who robbed me of my shillins'. 

** Where did you steal your slops ? 

I hastened to explain. " A working-man, sir, 
in Liverpool, who was kind enough to advise me, 
said that I should hi^ve no chance of getting work 
on board-ship in the clothes I had on. So I ex- 
changed Uiem, and got these, in a shop he took 
me to," and being anxious to prove the truth of 
my tale, and also to speak with the utmost respect 
of everybody in this critical state of my affairs, I 
added : "I don't remember the name of the 
street, sir, but the shop was kept by a — by a Mr. 
Moses Cohen." 

" By Mister— wA^?.?" 

" Mr. Moses Cohen, sir." 

When I first uttered the name, I fancied I heard 
some sniggering among the sailors who still kept 
guard over me, and this time the captain's face 
wrinkled, and he turned to another officer standing 
near him and repeated — 

" Mister Moses Cohen ! " and they both burst 
into a fit of laughter, which became a roar among 
the subordinates, till the captain cried — " Silence 
there ! " and still chuckling sardonically, added, 
** Your suit must have been a very spic and span 
one, yoimg gentleman, if Mister Moses Conen 
accepted it in lieu of that rig out." 

"I paid ten shillings as well," said I. 

The laughter recommenced, but the captain 
looked wrathful. " Oh, you paid ten shillings as 
well, did you ? And what the thunder and light- 
ning have you tried to steal a passage for when 
you d money to pay for one ? " 

" I didn't mean to steal a passage, sir," said I, 
**and I don't mean it now. I tried to get taken 
as a sailor-lad, but they seemed to expect me to 
have been to sea before, and to have some papers 
to show it. So I stowed away, and I'm very 
sorry if you. think it dishonest, sir, but I meant to 
work for my passage, and I will work hard." 

" And what do you suppose an ignorant land- 
lubber like you can do, as we don't happen to be 
short of public speakers ! " 

''I thought I could clean things, and carry 
coals, and do rough work till I learnt my trade. 



sir. 



•* Can you climb ? " said the captain, looking at 
the rigging. 



" I've never climbed on board-ship, sir, but I 
was good at athletics when I was at school, and I 
believe I could." 

** We'll see," said the captain significantly. 
** And supposing you're of no use, and we kick 
ye overboard, can ye swim ? " 

•*Yes, sir, and dive. I'm at home in the 
water. " 

" It's more than you are on it. Bo'sun I " 

«* Yes, sir." 

"Take this accomplished young gentleman of 
fortune, and give him something to do. Give him 
an oil rag and let him rub some of our brass, and 
stow his own. And, bo'sun I " 

"Yes, sir." 

" Take him first to Mr. Jolmson, and say that I 
request Mr. Johnson to ascertain how much change 
Mister Moses Cohen has left him, and to take 
charge of it." 

" Yes, sir." 

The captain's witticisms raised renewed chuck- 
ling among the crew, as I followed the boatswain, 
duly saluting my new master as I passed him, and 
desperately trying to walk easily and steadily in 
my ordinary boots upon the heaving deck. 

Mr. Johnson was the third mate, and I may as 
well say at once that his shrewdness and kindness, 
his untiring energy and constant cheerfulness, 
make his memory very pleasant to me and to all 
who served with him, and whose reasons for being 
grateful to him belong to all hours of the day and 
night, and to every department of our work and 
our play. 

I was far too giddy to hear what the boatswain 
said to Mr. Johnson, but I was conscious that the 
third 'mate's eyes were scanning me closely as he 
listened. Then he said, ** Have you got any 
money, youngster ? " 

" Here, sir," said I ; and after some struggles I 
got the leather bag from my neck, and Mr. John- 
son pocketed it. 

" Ran away from school, I suppose?" 

I tried to reply, and could not. Excitement 
had kept me up before the captain, but the stress 
of it was subsiding, and putting my arms up to 
get my purse had aggravated the intense nausea 
that was beginning to overpower me. I managed 
to shake my head instead of speaking, after which 
I thought I must have died then and there of the 
agony across my brow. It seemed probable that I 
should go far to pay for my passage by the amuse- 
ment I afforded Ae crew. Even Mr. Johnson 
laughed, as he said, " He seems pretty bad. Look 
after him, and then let him try his hand on those 
stanchions — ^they're disgraceful. Show him how, 
and see tiiat he lays on " 

" Aye, aye, sir." 
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novels had not really taught me much, for there 
was not one in all that the Jew-clerk lent or sold 
me which explained ship s language and customs. 
But the schoolmaster had given me many useful 
hints, and experience soon taught me how to apply 
them. 

The watch in which Alister and I shared just 
after we picked up Dennis 0*Moore, was naturally 
very much enlivened by news and surmises regard- 
ing our new "hand." Word soon came up from 
below that he was alive and likely to recover, and 
for a brief period I found my society in great re- 
quest, because I had been employed in some fetch- 
ing and carrying between the galley and the steer- 
age, and had *' heard the drowned man groan." 
We should have gossiped more than we did if the 
vessel had not exacted unusual attention, for the 
winds and the waves had 'Aplenty of mischief in 
'em " yet, as I was well able to testify when I was 
sent aft to help the man at the wheel. 

" That'll take the starch out o' yer Sunday stick- 
ups ! " said the boatswain's mate, on hearing where 
I was bound for, when he met me clinging to the 
wet deck with my stocking-feet, and catching with 
my hands at every bit of tackle capable of giving 
support. And as I put out all my strength to help 
the steersman to force his wheel in the direction 
he meant it to go, and the salt spray smacked my 
face and soaked my slops, and every wind of 
heaven seemed to blow down my neck and up my 
sleeves and trowsers — I heartily agreed with him. 

The man I was helping never spoke, except to 
shout some brief order into my ear or an occasional 
reply to the words of command which rang over 
our heads from the captain on the bridge. Of 
course I did not speak, I had quite enough to do 
to keep my footing and take my small part in this 
fierce bitting and bridling of the elements ; but un- 
comfortable as it was, I "took a pride and plea- 
sure in it," as we used to say at home, and I already 
felt that strenuous something which blows in sea- 
breezes and gives vigour to mind and body even 
when it chills you to the bone. 

That is, to some people; there are plenty of 
men, as I have since discovered, who spend their 
lives at sea and hate it to the end. Boy and man, 
they do their hard duty and live by its pitiful 
recompense. They know the sea as well as other 
mariners, are used to her uncertain ways, bear her 
rough usage, control her stormy humours, learn all 
her moods, and never feel her charm. 

I have seen two such cases, and I have heard of 
more, yarned with all their melancholy details 
during those night watches in which men will tell 
you the ins and outs of many a queer story that 
they ** never talk about." And it has convinced 
me that there is no more cruel blunder than to send 



a boy to sea, if there is good reason to believe that 
he will never like it ; unless it be that of with- 
holding from its noble service those sailor lads 
bom, in whose ears the seashell will murmur till 
they die. 

It had murmured in mine, and enticed me to my 
fate. I thought so now that I knew the roughest 
of the other side of the question, just as much as 
when I sat comfortably on the frilled cushion of 
the round-backed armchair and read the ' Penny 
Numbers' to the beemaster. Barefoot, bare- 
headed, cold, wet, seasick, hard worked and half- 
rested, would I even now exchange the life I had 
chosen for the life I had left ? — for the desk next to 
the Jew-clerk, for the partnership, to be my uncle's 
heir, to be mayor, to be member? I asked my- 
self the question as I stood by the steersman, and 
with every drive of the wheel I answered it — ** No, 
Moses! No! No!" 

It is not wise to think hard when you are work- 
ing hard at mechanical work, in a blustering wind 
and a night watch. Fatigue and open air make 
you sleepy, and thinking makes you foi^et where 
you are, and if your work is mechanical you do it 
unconsciously, and may fall asleep over it. I 
dozed more than once, and woke witn the horrible 
idea that I had lost my hold, and was not doing 
my work. That woke me effectually, but even 
then I had to look at my hands to see that they 
were there. I pushed, but I could not feel, my 
fingers were so numb with cold. 

The second time I dozed and started again, I 
heard the captain's voice close beside us. He was 
bawling upwards now, to Mr. Waters on the bridge. 
Then he pushed me on one side and took my place 
at the wheel, shouting to the steersman — ** I meant 
the Scotch lad, not that boy." 

" He's strong enough, and steady too," was the 
reply. 

They both drove the wheel in silence, and I held 
on by a coil of heavy rope, and sucked my fingers 
to warm them, and very salt they tasted. Then 
the captain left the wheel and turned to me again. 

" Are you cold ? " 

"Rather, sir." 

" You may go below, and see if the cook can 
spare you a cup of coffee." 

"Thank you, sir." 

"But first find Mr. Johnson, and send him 
here." 

"Yes, sir." 

Whilst the captain was talking, I began to think 
of Dennis O'Moore, and how he groaned, and to 
wonder whether it was true that he would get 
better, and whether it would be improper to ask 
the captain, who would not be likely to humbug 
me, if he answered at all. 
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principle on his own account to the effect thai it was 
nothing to him if a lad had been " edicated " in a 
young ladies' boarding'School, so long as he'd been 
taught to rub biass till you could "see something 
more of your face than thumbmarks in it." The 
general and satis&ctory conclusion being (so 1 
hoped) that we were neithcrof us quite useless. »nd 



might possibly be spared the ignominy of a return 
voyage wilh the pilot. • 

About an hour and a half after dinner, when I 
was '* rubbing-up " some "bright things" in the 
cook's galley, AJistei looked m, and finding me 
alone, $aid, "Would ye dare to come on deck? 
We're passing under bonny big rocks, with a tight- 
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house perched up on the height above our heads, for 
all the world like a big man keeping his outlook 
with glowering eyes." 

'* I don't think I dare," said I. " The cook told 
me not to stir till these were done. Are we going 
slower ? That pumping noise is slower than it was, 
I'm sure." 

**We are so," said Alister; "I'm wondering 

if " He ran out without finishing his sentence, 

but soon returned with a face rather more colourless 
than usual with repressed excitement. "Jack I" 
he gasped, " they're lowering a boat. TTie pilot* s 
going ashore. " 

He remained with me now, sitting with his head 
on his hands. Suddenly a shout of two or three 
voices from the water was answered by a hearty 
cheer from the deck. By one impulse, Alister and I 
sprang to our feet and gripped each other by the 
hand ; and I do not believe there were any two 
sailors on board who sped the parting pilot with 
more noise than we two made in the cook's galley. 

It was gloriously true. They had kept us both. 
But, though I have no doubt the captain would 
have got rid of us if we had proved feckless, I think 
our being allowed to remain was largely due to the 
fact that the vessel had left Liverpool short of her 
full complement of hands. Trade was good at the 
time, and one man who had joined had afterwards 
deserted, and another youngster had been taken to 
hospital only the day before we sailed. He had 
epileptic fits, and though the second mate (whose 
chief quality seemed to be an impartial distrust of 
everybody but himself, and a burning desire to trip 
up his fellow-creatures at their weak points and 
jump upon them accordingly) expressed in very 
strong language his wish that the captain had not 
sent the lad off, but had kept him for him (the 
second mate) to cure, the crew seemed all of opinion 
that there was no " shamming " about it, and that 
the epileptic sailor-boy would only have fallen from 
one of the yards in a fit, and given more trouble 
than his services were worth over picking him up. 

The afternoon was far from being as fine as the 
morning had been. Each time I turned my eyes 
that way it seemed to me that the grey sea was 
looking drearier and more restless, but I stuck 
steadily to some miscellaneous and very dirty work 
that I had been put to down below ; and, as the 
ship rolled more and more under me, as I ran 
unsteadily about with buckets and the like, I 
began to wonder if this was the way storms came 
gradually on, and whether, if the ship went down 
to-night ** with all on board," I should find courage 
to fit my fate. 

I was meditating gloomily on this subject, when 
I heard a shrill whistle, and then a series of awful 
noises, at the sound of which every man below left 



whatever he was at, and rushed on deck. I had 
read too many accounts of shipwrecks not to know 
that the deck is the place to make for, so I bolted 
with the rest, and caught sight of Alister flying in 
the same direction as we were. When we got up 
I looked about me as well as I could, but I saw no 
rocks or vessels in collision with us. The waves 
were not breaking over us, but four or five men 
standing on the bulwarks, were pulling things like 
monstrous grubs out of a sort of trough, and 
chucking them with more or less accuracy at the 
heads of the sailors who gathered round. 

*• What is it, Alister? '^ I asked. 

*' It's just the serving out of the hammocks that 
they sleep in," Alister replied. "I'm thinking 
we 11 not be entitled to them." 

" What's that fellow yelling about ? " 

'* He's crying to them to respond to their names 
and numbers. Whisht, man 1 till I hear his un- 
christian lingo and see if he cries on us. " 

But in a few minutes the crowd had dispersed, 
and the hammock -servers with them, and Alister 
and I were left alone. I felt foolish, and I suppose 
looked so, for Alister burst out laughing and said — 
" Hech, laddie I it's a small matter. We'll find a 
comer to sleep in. And let me tell ye I've tried 
getting into a hammock myself, and " 

" Hi ! you lads ! " 

In no small confusion at having been found idle 
and together, we started to salute the third mate^ 
who pointed to a sailor behind him, and said — 
" Follow Francis, and he'll give you hammocks 
and blankets, and show you how to swing and stow 
them." 

We both exclaimed — "Thank you, sir !" with 
such warmth that as he returned our renewed salu- 
tations he added — " I hear good accounts of both 
of you. Keep it up, and you'll do." 

Alister's sentence had been left unfinished, but I 
learnt the rest of it by experience. We scrambled 
down after Francis till we seemed to be about the 
level where we had stowed away. I did not feel 
any the better for the stuffiness of the air and an 
abominable smell of black beetles, but I stumbled 
along till we all arrived in a very tiny little office 
where the purser sat surrounded by bags of ships' 
biscuits (which they pleasantly call " bread " at sea) 
and with bins of sugar, coffee, &c., &c. I daresay 
the stuffiness made him cross (as the nasty smells 
used to make us in Uncle Henry's office), for he 
used a good deal of bad language, and seemed very 
unwilling to let us have the hammocks and blankets. 
However, Francis got them and banged us well 
with them before giving them to us to carry. They 
were just like the others — canvas-coloured sausages 
wound about with tarred rope ; and warning us to 
observe how they were fastened up, as we should 
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have to put them away " ship-shape " the follow- 
ing moiuing, Francis helped us to unfasten and 
' * swing " them in the forecastle. There were hooks 
in the beams, so that part of the business was easy 
enough, but, when bedtime came, I found that 
getting into my hammock was not as easy as getting 
it ready to get into. 

The sailmaker helped Alister out of his difficulties 
at once, by showing him how to put his two hands 
in the middle of his hammock and wriggle himself 
into it and roll his blankets round him in seaman- 
like fashion. But my neighbours only watched 
with delight when I first sent my hammock flying 
by trying to get in at the side as if it were a bed, 
and then sent myself flying out on the other side 
after getting in. As I picked myself up I caught 
sight of an end of thick rope hanging from a beam 
close above my hammock, and being a good deal 
nettled by my own stupidity and the jeers of the 
sailors, I sprang at the rope, caught it, and swing- 
ing myself up, I dropped quietly and successfully 
into my new resting-place. Once fairly in and 
rolled in my blanket, I felt as snug as a chrysalis 
in his cocoon, and (besides the fact that lying down 
is a great comfort to people who are not born with 
sea -legs), I found the gentle swaying of my ham- 
mock a delightful relief from the bumping, jumping, 
and jarring of the ship. I said my prayers, which 
made me think of my mother, and cost me some 
tears in the privacy of darkness ; but, as I wept, 
there came back the familiar thought that I had 
" much to be thankful for," and I added the 
General Thanksgiving with an ** especially " in the 
middle of it (as we always used to have when my 
father read prayers at home, after anything like 
Jem and me getting well of scarlet fever, or a good 
harvest being all carried). 

I got, all through my "especially," and what 
with thinking of the workman, and dear old Biddy, 
and Alister, and Mr. Jdhnson, and the pilot, it was 
a very long one ; and I think I finished the 
Thanksgiving and said the Grace of our Lord 
after it. But I cannot be quite sure, for it was 
such a comfort to be at peace, and the hammock 
swung and rocked till it cradled me to sleep. 

A light sleep, I suppose, for I dreamed very 
vividly of being at home again, and that I had 
missed getting off to sea after all ; and that the 
ship had only been a dieam. I thought I was 
rather sorry it was not real, because I wanted to 
see the world, but I was very glad to be with Jem, 
and I thought he and I went down to the farm to 
look for Charlie, and they told us he was sitting 
up in the ash-tree at the end of the field. In my 
dream I did not feel at all surprised that Cripple 
Charlie should have got into the ash-tree, or at 
finding him there high up among the branches 



looking at a spider's web with a magnifying glass. 
But I thought that the wind was so high 1 could 
not make him hear, and the leaves and boughs 
tossed so that I could barely see him ; and when I 
climbed up to him, the branch on which I sat 
swayed so deliciously that I was quite content to 
rock myself and watch Charlie in silence, when 
suddenly it cracked, and down I came with a hard 
bang on my back. 

I woke and sat up, and found that the latter 
part of my dream had come true, as a lump on the 
back of my head bore witness for some days. 
Francis had playfully let me down *' with a run by 
the head," as it is called ; that is, he had undone 
my hammock-cord and landed me on the floor. 
He left Alister in peace, and I can only think of 
two reasons for his selecting me for the joke. 
First that the common sailors took much more 
readily to Alister from his being more of their own 
rank in birth and upbringing, though so vastly 
superior by education. And secondly, that I was 
the weaker of the two ; for what I have seen of the 
world has taught me that there are plenty of strong 
people who will not only let the weaker go to the 
wall, but who find an odd satisfaction in shoving 
and squeezing them there. 

However, if I was young and sea-sick, I was 
not quite helpless, happily ; I refastened my ham- 
mock, and got into it again, and being pretty well 
tired out by the day's work, I slept that sleep of 
the weary which knows no dream. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

"Yet more I The billows and the depths have more : 
High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast ! 
* « « « » « 

Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy grave ! 
Give back the true and brave !" 

Felicia Hentans. 

" To them their duty was clear, and they did it success- 
fully ; and the history of the island is. written briefly in that 
little formula 1 " 

Daily Telegraphy Dec. 5, 1878. 

I DID not feel as if I had been asleep five 
minutes, when I was rudely awakened, of 
course by noise, whistling and inarticulate roaring, 
and I found that it was morning, and that the 
boatswain's mate was *' turning the hands up" to 
wash decks. Alister was ready, and I found that 
my toilet was, if possible, shorter than at Snuffy's 
in winter. 

*'We puts hon our togs fust, and takes our 
shower-baths harterwards, the boatswain humor- 
ously explained, as he saw me trying to get the 
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very awkward collar of my '* slops" tidy as I fol- 
lowed with the crowd. 

The boatswain was a curious old fellow. He 
was born in London, ** within sound of Bow bells," 
as he told me ; but though a Cockney by birth, he 
could hardly be called a native .of anywhere but the 
world at large. He had sailed in all seas, and 
seemed to have tried his hand at most trades. He 
had at one time been a sort of man-of-all-work in 
a boys' school, and I think it was partly from this, 
and partly out of opposition to the sailmaker, that 
he never seemed to grudge my not having been 
bom a poor person, or to fancy I gave myself airs 
(which I never did), or to take a pleasure in making 
me feel the roughest edge of the menial work I had 
to do, like so many of the men. But he knew 
very well just where things did feel strangest and 
hardest to me, and showed that he knew it by 
many a bit of not unkindly chaff. 

His joke about the shower-bath came very 
strictly true to me. We were all on the main 
deck, bare-armed and bare-legged, mopping and 
slopping and swabbing about in the cold sea-water, 
which was liberally supplied to us by the steam- 
pump and hose. I had been furnished with a 
squeegee (a sort of scraper made of india-rubber at 
the end of a broomstick), and was putting as much 
** elbow-grease" into my work as renewed sea- 
sickness left me strength for, when the boatswain's 
mate turned the hose upon me once more. I 
happened to be standing rather loosely, and my 
thoughts had flown home on the wings of a wonder 
what Martha would think of this way of scrubbing 
a floor — all wedded as the domestic mind is to 
hairy flannel and sticky soap and swollen knees, — 
when the stream of sea-water came in full force 
against my neck, and I and my squeegee went 
head-over- heels into the lee scuppers. It was the 
boatswain himself who picked me out, and who 
avenged me on his subordinate by a round of abuse 
which it was barely possible to follow, so mixed 
were the metaphors, and so cosmopolitan the 
slang. 

On the whole I got on pretty well that day, and 
began to get accustomed to the motion of the ship, 
in spite of the fact that she rolled more than on the 
day before. The sky and sea were grey enough 
when we were swabbing the decks in the early 
morning ; as the day wore on, they only took the 
deeper tints of gathering clouds which hid the sun. 

If the weather was dull, our course was not less 
so. We only saw one ship from the deck, a mail- 
steamer, as neat and trim as a yacht, which passed 
us at a tremendous pace, with a knot of officers on 
the bridge. Some black objects bobbing up and 
down in the distance were pointed out to me as 
porpoises, and a good many seagulls went by. 



flying landwards. Not only was the sky overcast, 
but the crew seemed to share the depression of the 
barometer, which, as everybody told everybody 
else, was falling rapidly. The captain's voice rang 
out in brief but frequent orders, and the officers 
clustered in knots on the bridge, their gold cap- 
bands gleaming against the stormy sky. 

I worked hanl through the day, and was sick oflf 
and on as the ship rolled, and the great green waves 
hit her on the bows, and ran away along her side, 
and the wind blew and blew, and most of the sails 
were hauled in and made fast, and one or two were 
reefed up close, and the big chimney swayed, and 
the threatening clouds drifted forwards at a diffe- 
rent pace from our own, till my very fingers felt 
giddy with unrest ; but not another practical joke 
did I suffer from that day, for every man's hand 
was needed for the ship. 

In the afternoon she had rolled so heavily in the 
trough of the large waves, that no one made any 
pretence of finding his sea-legs strong enough to 
keep him steady without clutoiing here and there 
for help, and I had been thankful, in a brief inter- 
val when nobody had ordered me to do anything, 
to scramble into a quiet corner of the forecastle 
and lie on the boards, rolling as the ship rolled, 
and very much resigned to going down with her if 
she chose to go. 

Towards evening it was thick and foggy, but as 
the sun set it began to clear, and I heard the men 
saying that the moon (which was nearly at the full) 
would make a clear night of it. It was unquestion- 
ably clearer overhead, and the waves ran smoother, 
as if the sea were recovering its temper, and Alister 
and I went below at 9 P.M. and turned into our 
hammocks for a few hours' sleep, before taking our 
part in the night-watch that lasts from 12 midnight 
till 4 A.M. 

It is astonishing what a prompt narcotic the 
knowledge that you'll have to be up again in an 
hour or two is. Alister and I wasted no time in 
conversation. He told me the fall in the barometer 
was ** by-ordinar" (which I knew as well as he) ; 
and I told him the wind was undoubtedly falling 
(which he knew as well as I) : and after this inevi- 
table interchange of the uppermost news and 
anxieties of the occasion, we bade God bless each 
other, and I said the prayers of my babyhood 
because they were shortest, and fell fast asleep. 

The noises that woke us were new noises, but 
they made up the whole of that peculiar sound 
which is the sum of human excitement. " We are 
going down this time," was my thought, and I 
found myself less philosophical about it than I had 
imagined. Neither Alister nor I were long in 
putting on our clothes^ and we nished up on deck 
without exchanging a word. By the time we got 
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there, where the whole ship's crew had gone before 
us, we were as wildly excited as any one of them, 
though we had not a notion what it was all about. 
I knew enough now for the first glance to tell me 
that the ship was in no special danger. Even I 
could tell that the gale had gone down, the night 
was clear, and between the scudding of black clouds 
with silver linings, the moon and stars shone very 
beautifully, though it made one giddy to look at 
them from the weird way in which the masts and 
yards seemed to whip across the sky. 

We still rolled, and when the side of the ship 
went up, it felt almost overhead, and I could see 
absolutely nothing of the sea, which was vexatious, 
as that was obviously the point of interest. The 
rigging on that side was as full of men as a bare 
garden-tree might be of sparrows, and all along 
the lee bulwarks they sat and crouched like sea- 
birds on a line of rock. Suddenly we rolled, 
down went the leeside, and I with it, but I caught 
hold of the lowest step of the forecastle ladder and 
sat fast. Then as we dipped I saw all that they 
were seeing from the masts and rigging — the yet 
restless sea with fast-running waves, alternately 
inky black, and of a strange bright metallic lead- 
colour, on which the scud as it drove across the 
moon made queer racing shadows. And it was on 
this stormy sea that every eye from the captain's 
to the cook's was strained. 

Roll ! down we went again to starboard, and up 
went the bulwarks and I could see nothing but the 
sky and the stars, and the masts and yards whipping 
across them as before, though the excitement grew 
till I could bear it no longer, and scrambled up 
the ladder on to the forecastle, and pushed my 
way to the edge and lay face downwards, holding 
on for my life that I might not be blown away, 
whilst I was trying to see what was to be seen. 

I found myself by Alister once more, and he 
helped me to hold on, and pointed where every 
one else was pointing. There was a lull in the 
eager talking of the men, and the knot of captain 
and the ofHcers on the bridge stood still and Alister 
roared through the. wind into my ear— "Bide a 
wee, the moon'U be out again." 

I waited, and the cloud passed from her face or 
she sailed from beneath it, and at the same instant 
I saw a streak of light upon the water in which a 
black object bobbed up and down as the porpoises 
had bobbed, and all tne men burst out again, and 
a crowd rushed up on to the forecastle. 

"It's half a mile aft."— "A bit of wreck."— 
"An old sugar hogshead." — "The emperor of 
the porpoises." — "Is it the sea sarpint ye're 
maning?" — "Will hany gentleman lend me 'is 
hopera-glass ? " — "I'm blessed if I don't think 
we re going to go half-speed. I sailed seven years 



in the * Amiable ' with old Savage, and I'm blessed 
if he ever put her a point out of her course for any- 
thing. ' Every boat for herself, and the sea for us 
all,' he used to say, and alius kept his eyes 
forwards in foul weather." — "Aisy, Tom, aisy, 
ye're out of it entirely. It's the Humane Society's 
gold medal we'll all be getting for saving fire- 
wood." — " Stow your jaw, Pat, thai'^s not wreck, 
it's " 

At this moment the third mate's voice rang 
through the ship — 

" A boat bottom up I " 

The men passed from chaff to a silence whose 
eagerness could be felt, through which another 
voice came through the wind from the poop — 
" there's something an her ! " and I turned that 
way, and saw the captain put down his glass, and 
put his hand to his mouth ; and when he sang out 
" A Man " ! we all sprang to our feet, and opened 
our lips, but the boatswain put up his hand, and 
cried, " Silence, fore and aft ! Steady, lads ! 
Look to the captain ! " 

The gold cap-bands glittered close together, and 
then, clear to be seen in a sudden gleam of moon- 
light the captain leaned forward and shouted to the 
crew, " Fo'csle there I " And they sang out, 
" Aye, aye, sir ! " 

" Volunteers for the whalebeat ! " 

My heart was beating fast enough, but I do not 
think I could have counted a dozen throbs, before, 
with a wild hurrah, every man had leaped from 
the forecastle, Alister among them, and I was left 
alone. 

I was just wondering if I could possibly be of 
use, when I heard the captain's voice again. (He 
had come down, and was where the whaleboat was 
hanging, which, I learned, was fitted like a life- 
boat, and the crew were crowding round him. ) 

"Steady, lads ! Stand back. Come as you're 
called. Thunder and lightning, we want to man 
the boat, not sink her. Mr. Johnson ! " 

* * Aye, aye, sir ! " 

"A! B! C! D!"&c. 

"Here, sir!" "Here, sir!" "Here, sir!" 

" Fall back there ! Thank you all, my lads, but 
she's manned." 

A loud cheer drowned every other sound, and I 
saw men busy with the boat, and Alister coming 
back with a dejected air, and the captain jumping 
up and down, and roaring louder than the wind : 
" Steward I rum, and a couple of blankets. Look 
sharp. Stand back ; in you go ; steady I Now, 
mind what I say ; I shall bear up towards the 
boat. Hi, there ! Stand by the lowering-tackle, 
and when I say * Now ! * lower away handsomely 
and steadily. Are you ready, Mr. Johnson ? Keep 
steady, all, and fend her off well when you touch 
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the water. Mr. Waters ! let her go off a point or 
two to the north'ard. Half speed ; port a little — 
steady ! All ready in the boat ? " 

** Aye, aye, sir ! ** 

** God bless you. Steady — ^ready — Now ! " 

I hardly know which more roused my amazement 
and admiration — the behaviour of the men or the 
behaviour of the whaleboat. Were these alert 
and silent seamen, sitting side by side, each with 
his oar held upright in his hand, and his eyes upon 
his captain, the rowdy roughs of the forecastle? 
And were those their like companions who crowded 
the bulwarks, and bent over to cheer, and bless, 
and envy them ? 

As to boats— the only one I had been accustomed 
to used to be launched on the canal with scraping 
and shoving, and struggling and balancing, and 
we did occasionally upset her — but when the cap- 
tain gave the word, the ship's whaleboat and its 
crew were smoothly lowered by a patent apparatus 
till it all but touched the big black waves that ran 
and roared at it. Then came a few moments of 
intense anxiety till the boat was fairly clear of the 
ship ; but even when it was quite free, and the 
men bending to their oars, I thought more than 
once that it had gone down for ever on the other 
side of the hills and dales of water which kept 
hiding it completely from all except those who 
were high up upon the masts. It was a relief 
when we could see it, miserable speck as it looked, 
and we all strained our eyes after it, through many 
diffjculties from the spiteful ways of the winds and 
waves and clouds, which blinded and buffeted and 
drenched us when we tried to look, and sent black 
veils of shadow to hide our comrades from our 
eyes. In the teeth of the elements, however, the 
captain was bearing up towards the other boat, 
and it was now and then quite possible to see with 
the naked eye that she was upside down, and that 
a man was clinging to her keel. At such glimpses 
an inarticulate murmur ran through our midst, but 
for the most part we, who were only watching, 
were silent till the whaleboat was fairly alongside 
of the object of her gallant expedition. Then by 
good luck the moon sailed fcJrth and gave us a fair 
view, but it was rather a disappointing one, for the 
two boats seemed to do nothing but bob about like 
two burnt corks in the moonlight, and we began 
to talk again. 

" What's she doing?' —*' The Lord knows ! "— 
"Something's gone wrong." — '*Why doesn't she 
go nearer ?" — ** Cos she'd be stove in, ye fool ! " — 
*' Gude save us I they're both gone." — " Not they, 
they're to the left ; but what the winds and waves 

they're after " — " They're trying to make him 

hear, likely enough, and they might as well call 
on my grandmother. He's as dead as a herring. " — 



"Whisht I whisht I He's a living soul! Hech, 
sirs ! there's nought but the grip o despair would 
baud a man on the keel ofs boat in waves like 
yon."—" Silence, all ! " 

We turned our heads, for a voice rang from the 
look-out — 

"Man overboard from the whaleboat ! " 

The men were so excited, and crowded so 
together, that I could hardly find a peeping-place. 

" He's got him."—" Nay, they're both gone." — 
" Man I fm just thinking that it's ill interfering 
with the designs of Providence. We may lose 
Peter and not save Paul." — " Stow your discourses, 
Sandy ! " — " They're hauling in our man, and time 
they did." 

The captain's voice now called to the first mate — 

" Do you make it one or both, Mr. Waters? " 

" Both, sir I " 

"Thank God I" 

We hurrahed again, and the whaleboat-men 
replied — ^but their cheer only came faintly to us, 
like a wail upon the wind. 

Several men of our group were now called to 
work, and I was ordered below to bring up a 
hammock, and swing it in the steerage. I was 
vexed, as I would have given anything to have 
helped to welcome the whaleboat back. 

When the odd jobs I had been called to were 
done with, and I returned to the deck, it was just 
too late to see her hauled up. I could not see 
over the thick standing group of men, and I did 
not, of course, dare to push through them to catch 
sight of our heroes and the man they had saved. 
But a little apart from the rest, two Irish sailors 
were standing and bandying the harshest of brogues 
with such vehemence that I drew near, hoping at 
least to hear something of what I could not see. 
It was a spirited, and one would have guessed an 
angry dialogue, so like did it sound to the yapping 
and snapping of two peppery tempered terriers. 
But it was only vehement, and this was the sum 
of it. 

" Bedad ! but it's quare ye must have felt at the 
time." 

"I did not, unless it would be when Tom 
stepped out into the water, God bless him ! with 
the rope aisy round his waist, and the waves 
drowning him intirely, and the corpse holding on 
to the boat's bottom for the dear life." 

"Pat!" said the other in mysterious tones, 
" would that that's hanging round his neck be the 
presarving of him, what ? " 

•'And why wouldn't it? But isn't he the big 
fool to be having it dangling where the wash of a 
wave, or a pick-pocket, or a worse timptation 
than either might be staling it away from him ? " 

" And where else would he put it ? " 
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" Did ye ever git the sight of mine ? " 

"I did not." 

"On the back of me?" 

" What ? " 

*• Look here, now ! " cried Pat, in the tones of 
one whose patience was entirely exhausted. His 
friend drew nearer, and I also ventured to accept 
an invitation not intended for me, so greatly was 
my curiosity roused by what the men said. 

Pat turned his back to us as rapidly as he had 
spoken, and stooping at about half-leap-frog-angle, 
whipped his wet shirt upwards out of his loosely- 
strapped trousers, baring his back from his waist 
to his shoulder blades. The moon was somewhat 
overcast, but there was light enough for us to see 
a grotesque semblance of the Crucifixion tattooed 
upon his flesh in more than one colour, and some 
accompanying symbols and initials which we could 
hardly distinguish. 

** Now am I safe for Christian burial or not, in 
the case I'd be misfortunate enough to be washed 
up on the shores of a haythen counthry ? " 

" Ye are so ! " 

I never saw a funnier sight than Pat craning and 
twisting his head in futile efforts to look at it under 
bis own arm. 

** It's a foin piece of work, I'm told," said he. 

**They tould ye no less than the truth that said 
that, Pat. It's a mighty foin piece of work." 

** They all say so that see it," sighed Pat, tuck- 
ing his shirt in again, "and that'll be ivry soul but 
meself, worse luck ! " 

* * Shaughnessey ! " 

" Sir ! ^ 

Pat ran off, and as I turned I saw that the crew 
of the whaleboat were going below with a crowd 
of satellites, and that a space was cleared through 
which I could see the man they had saved still 
lying on the deck, with the captain kneeling at his 
head, and looking back as if he were waiting for 
something. And at that moment the moon shone 
out once more, and showed me a sight that I'll 
forget when I forget you — Dennis O' Moore ! 
****** 

It was a lad that they had saved, not a full- 
grown man, except in the sense of his height, 
which was nearly an inch beyond Alister's. He 
was insensible, and I thought he was dead, so 
deathlike was the pallor of his face in contrast with 
the dark curls of his head and the lashes of his 
closed eyes. We were dipping to leeward, his 
head rolled a little on the rough pillow that had 
been heaped to raise him, and his white face against 
the inky waves reminded me of the face of the 
young lord in Charlie's father's church, who died 
abroad, and a marble figure of him was sent home 
from Italy, with his dog lying at his feet. His 



shoulders were raised as well as his head, and 
his jacket and shirt had both been washed open 
by the waves. 

And that was how I got the key to the Irish- 
men's dialogue. For round the lad's throat was a 
black ribbon, pendant from which a small cross of 
ebony was clear to be seen upon his naked breast ; 
and on this there glittered in the moonlight a silver 
image of the Redeemer of the World. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

** Why, what's that to you, if mjr eyes I'm a wiping f 
A tear is a pleasure, d'ye see, in its way ; 
'Tis nonsense for trifles, I own, to be piping. 
But they that ha'n't pity, why I pities they. 

The heart and the ejres, you see feel the same motion, 
And if both shed their drops, 'tis all the same end ; 
And thus 'tis that every tight lad of the ocean 
Sheds his blood for his country, his tears for his friend." 

Charles Dibdin. 

IF or.e wants to find the value of all he has 
learned in the way of righteousness, common 
sense, and real skill of any sort ; or to reap most 
quickly what he has sown to obedience, industry, and 
endurance, let him go out and rough it in the world. 
There he shall find that a conscience early trained 
to resist temptation and to feel shame will be to 
him the instinctive clutch that may now and again 
— ^in an ungraceful, anyhow fashion — ^keep him 
from slipping down to perdition, and save his soul 
alive. There he shall find that whatever he has 
really learned by labour or grasped with inborn 
talent, will sooner or later come to the surface to 
his credit and for his good ; but that what he 
swaggers will not even find fair play. There, in 
brief, he shall find his level — a great matter for 
most men. There, in fine, he will discover that 
there being a great deal of human nature in all 
men, and a great deal that is common to all lives 
— if he has learned to learn and is good-natured 
withal, he may live pretty comfortably anywhere — 

" As a rough rule. 
The rough world's a good school," — 

and if there are a few parlour-boarders it is very 
little advantage to them. 

For my own part I was almost startled to find 
how quickly I was beginning to learn something 
of the ways of the ship and her crew ; and though, 
when I asked for information about all the various 
appliances which come under the comprehensive 
sea-name of "tackle," I was again and again made 
the victim of a hoax, I soon learned to correct one 
piece of information by another, and to feel less of 
an April fool and more of a sailor. Reading sea- 
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novels had not really taught me much, for there 
was not one in all that the Jew-clerk lent or sold 
me which explained ship s language and customs. 
But the schoolmaster had given me many useful 
hints, and experience soon taught me how to apply 
them. 

The watch in which Alister and I shared just 
after we picked up Dennis O'Moore, was naturally 
very much enlivened by news and surmises regard- 
ing our new **hand." Word soon came up from 
below that he was alive and likely to recover, and 
for a brief period I found my society in great re- 
quest, because I had been employed in some fetch- 
ing and carrying between the galley and the steer- 
age, and had '* heard the drowned man groan." 
We should have gossiped more than we did if the 
vessel had not exacted unusual attention, for the 
winds and the waves had ** plenty of mischief in 
'em " yet, as I was well able to testify when I was 
sent aft to help the man at the wheel. 

" That'll take the starch out o' yer Sunday stick- 
ups ! " said the boatswain's mate, on hearing where 
I was bound for, when he met me clinging to the 
wet deck with my stocking-feet, and catching with 
my hands at every bit of tackle capable of giving 
support. And as I put out all my strength to help 
the steersman to force his wheel in the direction 
he meant it to go, and the salt spray smacked my 
face and soaked my slops, and every wind of 
heaven seemed to blow down my neck and up my 
sleeves and trowsers — I heartily agreed with him. 

The man I was helping never spoke, except to 
shout some brief order into my ear or an occasional 
reply to the words of command which rang over 
our heads from the captain on the bridge. Of 
course I did not speak, I had quite enough to do 
to keep my footing and take my small part in this 
fierce bitting and bridling of the elements ; but un- 
comfortable as it was, I "took a pride and plea- 
sure in it," as we used to say at home, and I already 
felt that strenuous something which blows in sea- 
breezes and gives vigour to mind and body even 
when it chills you to the bone. 

That is, to some people; there are plenty of 
men, as I have since discovered, who spend their 
lives at sea and hate it to the end. Boy and man, 
they do their hard duty and live by its pitiful 
recompense. They know the sea as well as other 
mariners, are used to her uncertain ways, bear her 
rough usage, control her stormy humours, learn all 
her moods, and never feel her charm, 

I have seen two such cases, and I have heard of 
more, yarned with all their melancholy details 
during those night watches in which men will tell 
you the ins and outs of many a queer story that 
they "never talk about." And it has convinced 
me that there is no more cruel blunder than to send 



a boy to sea, if there is good reason to believe that 
he will never like it ; unless it be that of with- 
holding from its noble service those sailor lads 
bom, in whose ears the seashell will murmur till 
they die. 

It had murmured in mine, and enticed me to my 
fate. I thought so now that I knew the roughest 
of the other side of the question, just as much as 
when I sat comfortably on the frilled cushion of 
the round-backed armchair and read the ' Penny 
Numbers' to the beemaster. Barefoot, bare- 
headed, cold, wet, seasick, hard worked and half- 
rested, would I even now exchange the life I had 
chosen for the life I had left ? — for the desk next to 
the Jew-clerk, for the partnership, to be my uncle's 
heir, to be mayor, to be member ? I asked my- 
self the question as I stood by the steersman, and 
with every drive of the wheel I answered it — ** No, 
Moses! No! No!" 

It is not wise to think hard when you are work- 
ing hard at mechanical work, in a blustering wind 
and a night watch. Fatigue and open air make 
you sleepy, and thinking makes you forget where 
you are, and if your work is mechanical you do it 
unconsciously, and may fall asleep over it. I 
dozed more than once, and woke with the horrible 
idea that I had lost my hold, and was not doing 
my work. That woke me effectually, but even 
then I had to look at my hands to see that they 
were there. I pushed, but I could not feel, my 
fingers were so numb with cold. 

The second time I dozed and started again, I 
heard the captain's voice close beside us. He was 
bawling upwards now, to Mr. Waters on the bridge. 
Then he pushed me on one side and took my place 
at the wheel, shouting to the steersman — ** I meant 
the Scotch lad, not that boy." 

" He's strong enough, and steady too," was the 
reply. 

They both drove the wheel in silence, and I held 
on by a coil of heavy rope, and sucked my fingers 
to warm them, and veiy salt they tasted. Then 
the captain left the wheel and turned to me again. 

" Are you cold ? " 

" Rather, sir." 

** You may go below, and see if the cook can 
spare you a cup of coffee." 

"Thank you, sir." 

"But first find Mr. Johnson, and send him 
here." 

"Yes, sir." 

Whilst the captain was talking, I began to think 
of Dennis O'Moore, and how he groaned, and to 
wonder whether it was true that he would get 
better, and whether it would be improper to ask 
the captain, who would not be likely to humbug 
me, if he answered at all. 
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"Well?" said the captain sharply, "what are 
you standing there like a stuck pig for ? " 

I saluted. " Please, sir, will he get better ? " 

" What the Oh, yes. And hi, you ! " 

"Yes, sir?" 

" He's in the steerage. You may go and see if 
he wants anything, and attend on him. You may 
remain below at present." 

"Thank you, sir." 

I lost no time in finding Mr. Johnson, and I got 
a delicious cup of coifee and half a biscuit from the 
cook, who favoured me in consequence of the con- 
scientious scouring I had bestowed upon his pans. 
Then mightily waimed and refreshed, I made my 
way to the side of the hammock I had swung for 
the rescued lad, and by the light of a swinging 
lamp saw his dark head buried in his arms. 

When I said, "Do you want anything?" he 
lifted his face with a jerk, and looked at me. 

" Not I — much obliged," he said, smiling, and 
still staring hard. He had teeth like the half-caste, 
but the resemblance stopped there. 

" The captain said I might come and look after 
you, but if you want to go to sleep, do," said I. 

" Why would I, if you'll talk to me a bit?" 
was his reply ; and resting his head on the edge of 
his hammock and looking me well over, he added, 
" Did they pick you up as well ? " 

I laughed and wrung some salt water out of my 
sleeve. 

" No. I've not been in the sea, but I've been 
on deck, and it's just as wet. It aiways is wet at 
sea," I added in a tone of experience. 

His eyes twinkled as if I amused him. " lliat, 
indeed ? And yourself, are ye — a midshipman ? " 

It had been taken for granted that our new hand 
was * * a gentleman." I never doubted it, though 
he spoke with an accent that certainly recalled old 
Biddy Macartney ; a sort of soft ghost of a brogue 
with a turn up at the end of it, as if every sentence 
came sliding and finished with a spring, and I did 
wish I could have introduced myself as a midship- 
man — instead of having to mutter, " No, I'm a 
stowaway." 

He raised himself higher in his hammock. 

"A stowaway? What fun ! And what made 
ye go ? Were ye up to some kind of diversion at 
home, and had to come out of it, eh ? Or were ye 
bored to extinction, or what? (Country life in 
England is mighty dull, so they tell me.) I 
suppose it was French leave that ye took, as ye 
say you're a stowaway ? I'm asking ye a heap of 
impertinent questions, bad manners to me ! " 

Which was true. But he asked them so kindly 
and eagerly, I could only feel that sympathy is a 
very pleasant thing, even when it takes the form 
of a catechism that is all questions, and no room 



for the answers. Moreover, I suspect that he 
rattled on partly to give me time to leave off 
blushing and feel at ease with him. 

" I ran away because of several things," said I. 

" I always did want to see the world " (" And 

why wouldn't ye?" my new friend hastily inter- 
polated). " But even if I had stayed at home I 
don't believe I should ever have got to like being 

a lawyer " (** Small chance of it, I should say, 

the quill-driving thievery I ") " It was my uncle's 

office " ( * * I ask his pardon and yours.") * * Oh, 

you may say what you like. I never could get on 
with him. I don't mean that he was cruel to me 
in the least, though I think he behaved shab- 
bUy- 
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Faith, it's a way they have ! I've an uncle 
myself that's a sort of first cousin of my father's, 
and six foot three in his stockings, without a drop 
of good -nature in the full length of him." , 

" Where is your home? " said I, for it certainly 
was my turn to ask questions. 

"Where would it be but ould Ireland?" And 
after a moment's pause he added, " They call me 
Dennis O' Moore. What's your name, ye enter- 
prising little stowaway ? " 

I told him. "And where were you going in 
your boat, and how did you get upset? " I asked. 

He sighed. " It was the old hooker we started 
in, bad luck to her ! " 

" Is that the name of the boat you were holding 
on to ? " 

" That boat ? No ! We borrowed her — and 
now ye remind me, I wouldn't be surprised if Tim 
Brady was missing her by this, for I had no leisure 
to ask his leave at the time, and, as a rule, we take 
our own coracle in the hooker " 

" What is a hooker? " I interrupted, for I was 
resolved to know. 

"What's a hooker? A hooker — what a cate- 
chetical little chatterbox ye are ! A man can't get 
a word in edgeways — a hooker's a boat. Ours 
was a twenty-ton, half-decked, cutter-rigged sort 
of thing, built for nothing in particular, and always 
used for everything. It was lucky for me we took 
Tim Brady's boat instead of the coracle, or I'd be 
now where — ^where poor Barney is. Oh, Barney, 
Barney ! How'U I ever get over it ? Why did ye 
never learn to swim, so fond of the water as ye 
were ? Why couldn't ye hold on to me when I got 
a good grip of ye ! Barney, dear, I've a notion in 
my heart that ye left your hold on purpose, and 
threw away your own life that ye mightn't risk 
mine. And now I'll never know, for ye'U never 
be able to tell me. Tim Brady's boat would have 
held two as easy as one, Barney, and maybe the 
old hooker'd have weathered the storm with a few 
more repairs about her, that the squire always 
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intended, as no one knows better than yourself! 
Oh, dear ! oh, dear I But — Heaven forgive us I — 
putting ofTs been the ruin of the O'Moores from 
time out of mind. And now you're dead and 
^one — dead and gone ! But oh, Barney, Barney, 
if prayers can give your soul ease, you'll not want 
them while Dennis O'Moore has breath to pray ! " 

I was be^nning to discover that one of the first 
wonders of the world is that it contains a great 
many very good people, who are quite different 
from oneself and one's near relations. For I really 
was not conceited enough to disapprove of my new 
friend because he astonished me, though he certainly 
did do so. From the moment when Barney (who- 
ever Barney might be) came into his head, every- 
thing else apparently went out of it. I am sure he 
quite forgot me. 

For my own part I gazed at him in blank amaze- 
ment. I was not used to seeing a man give way 
to his feelings in public, still less to seeing a man 
cry in company, and least of all to see a man say 
his prayers when he was neither getting up nor 
going to bed, nor at church, nor at family worship, 
and before a stranger too ! For, as he finished his 
sentence he touched his curls, and then the place 
where his crucifix lay, and then made a rapid 
movement from shoulder to shoulder, and then 
buried his head in his hands, and lay silent, pray- 
ing, I had no manner of doubt, for ** Barney's'* 
soul. 

His prayers did not take him very long, and he 
finished with a big sigh, and lifted his head s^ain. 
When his eyes met mine he blushed, and said, " I 
ask your pardon, Jack ; I'd forgotten ye. You're 
a kind-hearted little soul, and I'm mighty dull 
company for ye." 

'*No, you're not," said I. "But — I'm very 

sorry for you. Was ' Barney ' your ? " and I 

stopped because I really did not know what 
relationship to suggest that would account for the 
outburst I had witnessed. 

** Ah I ye may well say what was he — for what 
wasn't he — to me, anyhow? Jack ! my mother 
died when I was born, and never a soul but Barney 
brought me up, for I wouldn't let 'em. He'd come 
with her from her old home when she married ; 
and when she lay dead he was let into the room 
to look at her pretty face once more. Times out 
of mind has he told me how she lay, with the black 
lashes on her white cheeks, and the black crucifix 
on her breast, that they were going to bury with 
her; the women howling, and me kicking up an 
indecent row in a cradle in the next apartment, 
carrying on like a Turk if the nurse came near me, 
and most outrageously disturbing the chamber of 
death. And what does Barney do, when he's said 
a prayer by the side of the mistress, but ask for 



the crucifix off her neck, that she'd worn all her 
girlhood? If the women howled before, they 
double-howled then, and would have turned him 
out neck and crop, but my father lifted his head 
from where he was lying speechless in a kind of a 
fit at the foot of the bid, and says he, * Barney- 
Barton! ye knew the sweet lady that lies there 
long before that too brief privilege was mine. Ye 
served her well, and ye've served me well for her 
sake ; whatever ye ask for of her's in this hour 
ye'U get, Barney Barton. She trusted ye — and I 
may.' *GoD bless ye, squire,' says Barney ; and 
what does he do but go up to her and unloose the 
ribbon from her throat with his own hands. And 
away he went with the crucifix, past the women 
that couldn't get a sound out of them now, and 
past my father as silent as themselves, and into 
the room where I lay kicking up the devil's own. 
din in my cradle. And when he held it up to me, 
with the light shining on the silver, and the black 
ribbons hanging down, never believe him if I 
didn't stop squalling, and stretch out my hands 
with a smile as sweet as sunshine. And Barney 
tied it round my neck, and took me into his arms. 
And they said he spoke never a word when they 
told him my mother was dead, and shed never a 
tear when he saw her lie, but he sobbed his heart 
out over me." 

** You may well care for him ! " said I. 

'* Indeed I may. He kept my mother's memory 
green in my heart, and he taught me all ever I 
knew but books. He taught me to walk, and 
he taught me to ride, and shooting, and fishing, 
and such like country diversions ; and strange to 
say, he taught me to swim, the way they learn in 
my mother's country, with a bundle of biUlrushes — 
for the old man couldn't swim a stroke himself, or 
he might be here now, alive and hearty, please 

GOD.'^ 

** Were there only "you and he in the hooker? " 
" That's all. It was altogether sheer madness, 
for the old boat was barely fit for a day's fishing in 
fine weather, and though Barney nearly killed him- 
self overhauling her, and patching her sails, I 
doubt if he knew very well what he was after. I've 
been thinking, Jack, that his mind was not what 
it was. He was always a bit obstinate, if he got a 
notion into his head, but of late the squire himself 
couldn't turn him. When he wanted to do a thing 
about the place that Barney did'nt approve, if he 
didn't give in (as he was apt to do, being easy- 
tempered) I can tell ye he had to do it on the sly. 
That was how he ordered the new ploughs that 
nearly broke Bame/s heart, both because of being 
new-fangled machines, and ready money having to 
be paid for them. * I'll see the ould place ruined 
before ye come to your own. Master Dennis,* he 
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told me. And — ^Jack ! that's another thing makes 
me think what I tell ye. He was for ever talking 
as if the place was coming to me, and I've two 
brothers older than myself, let alone my sister. 
But ye might as well reason with the rock of Croagh 
Patrick ! Well, if he didn't ask my father to let 
bim and me run round in the hooker with a load of 
seaweed for Tim Brady's farm, and of course we got 
leave, and started as pleasant as could be ; bamng 
that if Bamejr'd been a year or two younger, there'd 
have been wigs on the green over the cold potatoes, 
before we got off." 

** Wigs on the green over cold potatoes? " I re- 
peated, in bewilderment. 

" Tst ! tst ! little Saxon I I mean we'd have had 
a row over the provisions. It wasn't two hours' 
run round to Tim Brady's, and I found the old man 
stowing away half a peck of cold boiled potatoes, 
and big bottles of tea, and goodness knows what. 
* Is it for ballast ye're using the potatoes, Barney ? ' 
says I. * Mind your own business. Master Dennis' — 
(and I could see he was cross as two sticks), — * and 
leave the provisioning to them that understands it,' 
says he. * How many meals d'ye reckon to eat 
between this and Tim Brady's ? I went on, just 
poking my fun at him, when — would ye believe 
it ? — the old fellow fired up like a sky-rocket, and 
asked me if I grudged him the bit of food he ate, 
and Heaven knows what besides. * Is it Dennis 
O'Moore you're spealcing to ? ' says I, for I've not 
got the squire's easy temper, God forgive me ! 
We were mighty near to a quarrel, Jack, I can tell 
ye, but some shadow of a notion flitting across my 
brain that the dear soul was not responsible entirely, 
stopped my tongue, and something else stopped his 
which I didn't know till we got to Tim Brady's, 
and found that all we wanted with him was to 
borrow his boat, and that the seaweed business 
was no better than a blind ; for Barney had planned 
it all out that we were to go down to Galway and 
fetch the new ploughs home in the hooker, to save 
the cost of the land -carriage. * Sure it's bad 
enough for the squire to be soiling his hands with 
trumpery made by them English thieves, that's no 
more conscience over bothering a gentleman for 
money nor if he was one of themselves, ' said Barney ; 
* sorra a halfpenny shall the railway rogues rob him 
of.' Ah, little stowaway, ye may guess my delight ! 
Aud hadn't we glorious weather at first, and wasn't 
the dear old man happy and proud ! I can tell ye 
I yelled, and I sang, and I laughed, when I felt 
the old hooker begin to bound on the swell when 
we got out into the open, but not a look would 
Barney turn on me for minding the boat ; but I 
could hear him chuckling to himself and muttering 
about the railway rogues. It wasn't much time we 
either of us had for talking, by-and-bye. I steered 



and saw to the main sheet, and Barney did look- 
out and minded the foresail, Tim Brady's boat 
towing astern, getting such a dance as it never had 
before, and at last dragging upside down. We'd 
one thing in our favour, anyhow. There was no 
disputing or disturbing of our minds as to whether 
we d turn back or not, for the gale was at our 
backs ; and the old hooker was like my father's 
black mare — you might guide her, but she was 
neither to stop nor turn. How the gallant old boat 
held out as she did. Heaven knows ! It was not 
till the mainsail had split into ribbons with a noise 
like a gun going off, and every seam was strained 
to leaking, and the sea came in faster than we could 
bale it out^ that we righted Tim Brady's tub and 
got into her, and bade the old hooker good-bye. 
The boat was weather-tight enough — it was a false 
move of Barney's capsized her, — and I'd a good 
hold of her with one hand when I gripped him 
with the other. Oh ! Barney dear I Why would 
ye always have your own way ? Oh, why — why 
did ye lose your hold ? Ye thought all hope was 
over, darling, didn't ye ? Ah, if ye had but known 

the brave hearts that " 

I suppose it was because I was crying as well 
as Dennis that I did not see Mr. Johnson till he 
was standing by the Irish boy's hammock. I know 
I got a sound scolding for the state of his pulse 
(which the third mate seemed to understand, as he 
understood most things), and was dismissed with 
some pithy hints about cultivating common sense 
and not making a fool of myself. I sneaked off, 
and was thankful to meet Alister and pour out my 
tale to him, and ask if he thought that our new 
friend would have brain-fever, because I had let 
him talk about his shipwreck. 

Alister was not quite so sympathetic as I had 
expected. He was so much shocked about the 
crucifix and about Dennis praying for Barney's soul, 
that he could think of nothing else. He didn't seem 
to think that he would have fever, but he said he 
feared we had small reason to reckon on the prayers 
of the idolatrous ascending to the throne of grace. 
He told me a long story about the Protestant 
martyrs who where shut up in a dungeon under the 
sea, on the coast of Aberdeenshire, and it would 
have been very interesting if I hadn't been thinking 
of Dennis. 

We had turned in for some sleep, and I was roll- 
ing myself in my blanket, when Alister called me : 

" Jack ! did ye ever read Fox's * Book of 
Martyrs ' ? " 

**No." 

** It's a gran' work, and it has some awefiil tales 
in it. When we've a bit of holiday leesure I'll tell 
ye some." 

" Thank you, Alister." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

"A very wise man believed that, if a man were permitted 
to make all the ballads, he need not care who should make 
the laws of a nation." — Fletcher ofSaltoun in a letter to the 
Marquis of Montrose, 

THE weather was fair enough, and we went 
along very steadily and pleasantly that after- 
noon. I was undoubtedly getting my sea-legs, 
which was well for me, as they were put to the 
test unexpectedly. I happened to be standing near 
Alister (we were tarring ropes), when some orders 
rang out in Mr. Waters' voice, which I found had 
reference to something to be done to some of the 
sails. At last came the words " Away aloft 1 " 
which were responded to by a rush of several sailors, 
who ran and leaped and caught ropes and began 
climbing the rigging with a nimbleness and 
dexterity which my own small powers in that line 
enabled me to appreciate, as I gazed upwards 
after them. The next order bore unexpected and 
far from flattering references to me. 

**Hi, there. Francis!'* 

"Aye, aye, sir 1" 

** Take that gaping booby up with you. I hear 
he's * good at athletics.' " 

The sailors who were rope-tarring sniggered 
audibly, and Alister lifted his face with a look of 
anxiety, that did as much as the sniggering to 
stimulate me not to disgrace myself. 

"Kick oflf your shoes, and come along," said 
Francis. "Jump on the bulwarks and then fol- 
low me. Look aloft — that's up, ye know — never 
mind your feet, but keep tight hold of the ratlins 
— so, with your hands, and when you are up aloft, 
don't let one hand go till you're sure of your hold 
with the other." 

Up we went, gripping the swaying ropes with 
toes and fingers, till we reached Uie maintop, 
where I was allowed to creep through the " Lub- 
ber's Hole," and Francis swung himself neatly 
over the outside edge of the top, and there he and 
I stood for a few moments to rest. 

I cannot say I derived much comfort from his 
favourable comments on my first attempt. I was 
painfully absorbed by realizing that to dimb what 
is steady, and to climb what is swajdng with every 
wave, are quite different things. Then, In spite of 
warnings, I was fascinated by the desire to look 
down ; and when I looked I felt more uncomfort- 
able than ever ; the ship's deck was like a dancing 
teatray far below ; my 1^ and arms bqgan to feel 
very light, and my head heavy, and I did not hear 
what Francis was saying to me, so he pinched my 
arm and then repeated it. 



** Come along — and if the other chaps put any 
larks on you, keep your eyes open, and never lose 
a grip by one hand somewhere. So long as you 
hold on to some of the ship's ropes you're bound 
to find your way back somehow.' 

" I'll try," I said. 

Then through the confusion in my head I heard 
a screaming whistle, and a voice from beneath, 
and Francis pricked his ears, and then suddenly 
swung himself back on to the ladder of ropes by 
which we had climbed. 

* * Lucky for you, young shaver, " said he. * * Come 
alopg ! " 

I desired no more definite explanation. Francis 
was going down, and I willingly did the same, 
but when my foot touched the deck I staggered 
and fell. It was Mr. Johnson who picked me up 
by the neck of my slops, saying, as he did so, 
" Boatswain ! The Captain will give an extra 
lot of grog to drink Mr. O'Moore's good health." 

This announcement was received with a cheer, 
and I heard the boatswain calling to " stow your 
cleaning-tackle, my lads, and for'ards to the break 
of the foc'sle. Them that has white ties and kid 
gloves can wear 'em; and them that's hout of 
sech articles must come as they can. Pick up 
that tar-pot, ye fool ! Now are ye all coming and 
bringing your voices along with ye ? Hany gentle- 
man as 'as 'ad the misfortin' to leave his music 
behind, will oblige the ship's company with an 
ex-tem-por." 

** Long life to ye, bo'sun ; it's a neat hand at a 
speech ye are, upon my conscience !" cried Dennis, 
over my shoulder, and then his arm was around it, 
shaking with laughter, as we were hurried along 
by the eager crowd. 

" He's a wag, that old fellow, too. Come 
along, little Jack I You're mighty shaky on your 
feet, considering the festivities that we're bound 
for. Step it out, my boy, or I'll have to carry 
ye." 

** AiQyou coming to the foc'sle ? " said I, being 
well aware that this was equivalent to a drawing- 
room visitor taking tea in the kitchen. "You 
know it's where the common sailors, and Alister 
and I have our meals ? " I added, for his private 
ear. 

"Thank ye for the hint. I know it's where I 
hope to meet the men that offered their lives for 
mme. 

"That's true, Dennis, I know; but don't be 
cross. They'll be awfiilly pleased to see you." 

" And not without reason, I can tell ye ! Didn't 
I beard the lion in his den, the Captain in his 
cabin, to beg for the grog ? And talking of beards, 

of all the fiery ^ upon my soul he's not safe to 

be near gunpowder. Jack, is he Scotch ? '* 
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"Yes.'' 

' ' They're bad to blarney, and I did my bcsi, I 
can tell vou, for my own sake as well as for the 
men. I m as shy with strangers as an owl by day- 
light, aUd I'll never get a thank ye out of my 
throat, n.liless we've the chance of a bit of socia- 
bility. ] lowever, at last he called lo that nice 
fellow — 1 lird male, isn't he? — and gave orders for 



um. 'Two water grc^, Mr. Johnson,' says 
lie. 'Ah, Captain,' I said, 'don't be throwing 
Dold water on the entertainmenl ; they got their 
ihare of that last night. It's only the rum .that's 
required to complete us now.' But he's as deaf to 
Fun as he is 10 blarney. Is he good to you, little 

"Oh, very," said I. "And you should hear 
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what the men tell about other captains. They all 
like this one." 

" He has an air of uprightness about him ; and 
so has that brother-in-adversity of yours, more 
polish to him ! He must be a noble fellow, though. 
I can't get over his volunteering, without the most 
distant obligation to risk his life for me — ^not even 
a sailor. And yet he won't be friendly, do what 
I will. As formal as you please — that's pride, I 
suppose — ^he's Scotch too, isn't he ? Blarney's no 
go with him. Faith, it's like trying to butter 
short-bread with the thermometer at zero. By 
Jove, there he is ahead of us. Alister, man ! Not 
the ghost of a look will he give me. He's fine- 
looking, too, if his hair wasn't so insanely dis- 
tracted, and his brow ridged and furrowed deep 
enough to plant potatoes m. What in the name 
of fortune's he doing to his hands ?" 

* ' He's washing them with a lump of grease," 
said I. " I saw Francis give it him. It's to get 
the tar oflf." 

** That indeed ? Alister I Alister ! Have ye no 
eyes in the back of ye ? Here's Jack and myself. " 

** I beg your pardon, sir," said Alister, stiffly. 

** Oh, confound your «>-liness ! " muttered Den- 
nis, and added aloud, " Is that pomatum for your 
hair?" 

Alister laughed in spite of himself. 

"More like hsLir-dye, sir," said he, and rubbing 
desperately at his fingers, he added, **I can't get 
them decent." 

"Ah, let them rest!" said Dennis. "It's 
painting the lily to adorn them. On ye go ; and 
mind ye keep near to us, and we'll make a land- 
lubber's parliament in a corner to ourselves." 

My first friend had thawed, and went cheerfully 
ahead of us, as I was very glad to see. Dennis 
saw it too, but only to relapse into mischief. He 
held me back, as Alister strode in front, and 
putting out his thumb and finger, so close to a tuft 
of hay-coloured hair that stood cocked defiantly up 
on the Scotchman's crown that I was in all the 
agony he meant me to be for fear of detection ; he 
chattered in my ear, "Jack, did ye ever study 
physiognomy, or any of the science of externals ? 
Look at this independent tuft. Isn't the whole 
character of the man in it? Could mortal man 
force it down ? Could the fingers of woman coax 
it ? Would ye appeal to it with argument ? Would 
hair's grease, bear's grease " 

But his peroration was suddenly cut short by a 
rush from behind, one man tumbling over another 
on the road to the forecastle. Dennis himself was 
thrown against Alister, and his hand came heavily 
down on the stubborn lock of hair. 

** It's these fellows, bad manners to them," he 
explained ; but I think Alister suspected a joke at 



his expense, and putting his arms suddenly behind 
him, he seized Dennis by the l^s and hoisted him 
on to his back as if he had been a child. In this 
fashion the hero of the occasion was carried to a 
place of honour, and deposited (not too gently) 
on the top of an inverted deck-tub, amid the cheers 
and laughter of all concerned. 

Round another tub — a shallow oak one, tidily 
hooped with copper — which served as spittoon, a 
solenm circle of smokers was already assembled. 
They disturbed themselves to salute Dennis, and 
to znake room for others to join them, and then 
the enlarged circle puffed and kept silence as be- 
fore. I was watching the colour come and go on 
the Irish boy's face, and he was making comical 
signs to me to show his embarassment, when Mr. 
Johnson shouted for the grog-tub to be sent aft, 
and the boatswain summoned me to get it and 
follow him. 

The smokers were not more silent than we, as 
the third mate slowly measured the rum — ^half a 
gill a head — into the grog-tub. But when this 
solemnity was over and he began to add the water, 
a very spirited dialogue ensued ; Mr. Johnson (so 
far as I could understand it) maintaining that 
" two-water grog " was the rule of the ships on 
their line, and me boatswain pleading that this 
being a "special issue" was apart from general 
rules, and that it would be more complimentary 
to the "young gentleman" to have the grog a 
little stronger. How it ended! do not know ; I 
know I thought my "tot" very nasty, and not 
improved by the reek of strong tobacco in the 
midst of which we drank it, to Dennis O'Moore's 
very good health. 

When the boatswain and I got back to the fore- 
castle, carrying the grog-tub, we found the com- 
pany as we had left it, except that there was a 
peculiarly bland expression on every man's face as 
he listened to a song that the cook was singing. 
It was a very lovelorn, lamentable, and lengthy 
song, three qualities which alone would recom- 
mend it to any audience of Jack Tars, as I have 
since had many occasions to observe. The intense 
dolefulness of the ditty was not diniinished by the 
fact that the cook had no musical ear",, and having 
started on a note that was no note inVparticular, 
he flattened with every long-drawn la^mentation 
till the ballad became more of a groa^ than a 
song. When the grog-tub was deposited'* Dennis 
beckoned to the boatswain, and we made V)ur way 
to his side. ^ 
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" Your cook's a vocal genius, anyhow, 'W 
said he. "But don't ye think we'd cfp 
justice to our accomplishments, and keep p» tune^ 
if we'd an accompaniment ? Have ye suclp a thing 
as a fiddle about ye ? " 
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The boatswain was delighted. Of course there 
was a fiddle, and I was dispatched for it I should 
find it hanging on a hook at the end of the plate- 
rack, and if the bow was not beside it it would be 
upon the shelf, and there used to be a lump of 
resin and a spare string or two in an empty divi- 
sion of the spice-box. The whole kit had belonged 
to a former cook, a very musical nif^er, who had 
died at sea, and bequeathed his violin to his ship. 
Sambo had been well liked, and there were some 
old hands would be well pleased to hear his fiddle 
once more. 

It took me some little time to find everything, 
and when I got back to Dennis another song had 
begun. A young sailor I did not know was sing- 
ing it, and the less said about it the better, except 
that it very nearly led to a row. It was by way of 
being a comic song, but except for one line which 
was rather witty as well as very nasty, there was 
nothing humorous about it, unless that it was 
fiinny that any one could have been indecent 
enough to write it, and any one else unblushing 
enough to sing it. I am ashamed to say I had 
heard some compositions of a similar type at 
Snuifys, and it filled me with no particular amaze- 
ment to hear a good deal of sniggering in the 
circle round the spittoon, though I &lt miserably 
uncomfortable, and wondered what Mr. O'Moore 
would think. I had forgotten Alister. 

I was not likely soon to forget his face as I saw 
it, the blood swelling his forehead, and the white 
wrath round his lips, when he gripped me .by the 
shoulder, sajring, in broader Scotch than usual, 
** Come awa' wi' ye, laddie ! 1*11 no let ye stay. 
Come awa' oot of this accurst hole. I wonder he 
doesna think black burning shame of himseP to 
stand up before greyheided men and fill a callant's 
ears with filth like yon." 

Happily just indignation had choked Alister's 
voice as well as his veins, and I don't think many 
of the company heard this too accurate summary 
of the situation. The boatswain did, but before 
he could speak, Dennis O'Moore had sprung to 
the ground between them, and laying the fiddle 
over his shoulder played a wild sort of jig that 
most effectually and unceremoniously drowned the 
rest of the song, and diverted the attention of the 
men. 

** The fiddle's an old friend, so the bo'sun tells 
me," he said, nodding towards the faces that 
turned to him. 

**Aye, aye, sir," 

"Why, I'm blessed if it isn't Sambo's old 
thing." 

"It's your honour knows how to bring the heart 
out of it, anyhow," 

" My eyes, Pat ! You should ha* heerd it at 



the dignity ball we went ashore for at Barbadoes. 
Did you ever foot the floor with a black washer- 
woman of eighteen stun, dressed out in muslin the 
colour o' orange marmalade, and white kid shoes?" 

"I did not, thedarUn'I" 

As the circle gossipped, Dennis tuned the fiddle, 
talking vehemently to the boatswain between whiles. 

" Bo'sun I ye're not to say a word to the boy (sit 
down, Alister, I tell ye !). I ask it as a favour. 
He didn't mince matters, I'll allow, but it was 
God's truth, and no less that he spoke. Come, 
bo'sun, who's a better judge of manners than your- 
self? We'd had enough and to spare of that. 
(Will ye keep quiet, ye cantankerous Scotchman I 
Who's harming ye now ? Jack, if ye move an inch, 
I'll break this fiddle over your head.) Bo'sun! 
we're perishing for our grog, are ye aware ? " 

The diversion was successful. The boatswain, 
with a few indignant mutterings, devoted himself 
to doling out the tots of grog, and then proposed 
Dennis O'Moore's health in a speech full of his 
own style of humour, which raised loud applause ; 
Dennis commenting freely on the text, and filling 
up awkward pauses with flourishes on Sambo's 
fiddle. The boatswain's final suggestion that the 
ship's guest should return thanks by a song, instead 
of a sentiment, was received with acclamations, 
during which he sat down, after casting a mis- 
chievous glance at Dennis, who was once more 
blushing and fidgeting with shyness. 

** Ye^e taken your revenge, bo'sun," said he. 

"Them that blames^ should do better, sir," re- 
plied the boatswain, folding his arms. 

" A song I • A song I Mr. O'Moore I" shouted 
the men. 

" I only know a few old Irish songs," pleaded 
Dennis. 

"Ould Ireland for ever!" cried Pat Shaugh- 
nessy. 

"Hear ! hear ! Encore, Pat !" roared the men. 
They were still laughing. Then one or two of 
those nearest to us put up their hands to get si- 
lence. Sambo's fiddle was singing (as only voices 
and fiddles can sing) a melody to which the heads 
and toes of the company soon began to nod and 
beat — 

" La, IS Ifi la la, la la la, la le la, IS 
L&, le 1& U la, la la la, IS— le la 1&," 

hummed the boatswain. ** Lor' bless me, Mr. O' 
Moore, I heard that afore you were bom, though 
I'm blessed if I know where. But it's a genteel 
pretty thing ! " 

" It's all about roses and nightingales I " shouted 
Dennis, with comical grimaces. 

" Hear ! hear ! " answered the oldest and hairiest- 
looking of the sailors, and the echoes of his appro- 
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bation only died away to let the song begin. Then 

the notes of Sambo's fiddle also dropped off, and I 

heard Dennis 0'Moore*s beantifiil voice for the first 

time as he gave his head one desperate toss and 

began : 

" There's a bower of roses by Bendemeer's stream, 

And the nightingale sings round it all the night long. 
In the time of my childhood 'twas like a sweet dream 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song." 

One by one the pipes were rested on the smoker's 
knees ; they wanted their mouths to hear with. I 
don't think the assembled company can have looked 
much like exiles from flowery haunts of the night- 
ingale, but we all shook our heads, not only in 
time but in sympathy, as the clear voice rose to a 
more passionate strain : 

" That bower and its music I never forget ; 
But oft when sdone in the bloom of the jrear, 
I think—is the nightineale singing there yet? 
Are the roses still bnght by the calm Bendemeer ? " 

I and the oldest and hairiest sailor were sighing 
like furnaces as the melody recommenced with the 
second verse : 

" No, the roses soon withered that himg o'er the wave. 
But some blossoms were gathered while freshly they shone, 

And a dew was distilled from their flowers, that gave 
All the fragrance of summer when summer was gone." 

If making pot-pourri after my mother's old family 
recipe had been the chief duty of able-bodied sea- 
men, this could not have elicited more nods of ap- 
probation. But we listened spell-bound and im- 
moveable to the passion and pathos with which the 
singer poured forth the conclusion of his song : 

" Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies. 
An essence that breathes of it many a year ; 

Thus bright to my soul — as 'twas then to my eyes — 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer." 

And then (as somebody said) the noise we made 
was enough to scare the seagulls off the tops of 
the waves. 

"You scored that time, Mr. O'Moore," said the 
boatswain. ' * You'd make your fortune in a music- 
hall, sir." 

** Thank ye, bo'sun. Glad I didn't give ye your 
revenge, anyhow." 

But the boatswain meant to strike nearer home. 
A ship's favourite might have hesitated to sing after 
Dennis, so Alister's feelings may be guessed on 
hearing the following speech : 

" Mr. O'Moore, and comrades all. I believe I 
speak for all hands on this vessel, when I say that 
we ain't likely to forget sech an agreeable liddition 
to a ship's company as the gentleman who has just 
given us a taste of the nightingale's quality " (loud 
cheers). " But we've been out-o'-way favoured as 
I may say, this voyage. We musn't forget that 



there's two other little strangers aboard " (roars of 
laughter). "They 'olds their 'eads rather 'igh 
p'raps, for stowaways^^ ("Hear! hear I"), "but 
no Goubt their talents bears 'em out " (" Hear, 
hear!" from Dennis, which found a few friendly 
echoes). " Anyway, as they've paid us a visit, 
without waiting to ask if we was at 'ome to callers, 
we '^ma^ look to 'em to contribute to the general 
entertainment Alister Auchterlay will now favour 
the company with a song." 

The boatswain stood back and folded his arms, 
and fixed his eyes on the sea-line, from which atti- 
tude no appeals could move him. I was very sorry 
for Alister, and so was Dennis, I am sure, for he 
did his best to encourage him. 

* ' Sing * God save the Queen, ' and I'll keep well 
after ye with the fiddle," he suggested. But Alis- 
ter shook his h«td. " I know one or two Scotch 
tunes," Dennis added, and he began to sketch out 
an air or two with his fingers on the strings. 

Presently Alister stopped him. " Yon's the 
'Land o' the Leal?'" 

" It is," said Dennis. 

" Play it a bit quicker, man, and I'll try ' Scots 
wha hae.'" 

Dennis quickened at once, and Alister stood 
forward. He neither fidgeted nor complained of 
feeling shy, but as my eyes (I was squatted cross- 
legged on the deck) were art: the level of his knees, 
I could see them shaking, and pitied him none the 
less, that I was doubtfiil as to what might not be 
before me, Dennis had to make two or three false 
starts before poor AUster could get a note out of his 
throat, but when he had fairly broken the ice with 
the word " Scots !" he faltereid no more. 

The boatswain was cheated a second time of his 
malice. Alister could not sing in the least like 
Dennis, but he had a strong manly voice, and it 
had a ring that stirred one's blood, as he clenched 
his hands, and rolled his Rs to the rugged appeal : 

** Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has nften led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to victory 1" 

Applause didn't seem to steady his legs in the 
least, and he never moved his eyes from the sea, 
and and his face only grew whiter by the time he 
drove all the blood to my heart with — 

" Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 
Let fiim turn and flee I " 

"God forbid ! " cried Dennis impetuously. 
" Sing that verse again, me boy, and give us a 
chance to sing with ye ! " which we did accord- 
ingly ; but as Alister and Demiis were rolling Rs 
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like the rattle of musketry on the word turn^ Alis- 
ter did turn, and stopped suddenly short. The 
Captain had come up unobserved. 

"Go onl" said he, waving us back to oar 
places. 

By this time the solo had become a chorus. 
Beautifully unconscious, for the most part, that the 
song was by way of stirring Scot against Saxon, its 
deeper patriotism had seiz^ upon us all. English- 
men, Scotchmen, and sons of Erin, we all shouted 
at the top of our voices. Sambo's fiddle not being 
silent. And I maintain that we all felt the senti- 
ment with our whole hearts, though I doubt if any 
but Alister and the Captain knew and sang the 
precise words : 

" Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freenum standi or freeman ia't 
Let him on wi' me ! " 



CHAPTER XXI. 

" Tis strange— but tme ; for truth is always strange- 
Stranger than fiction." 

" Fair laughs the mmn, and soft the zephyr blows." 

Gray. 

THE least agreeable part of our voyage came 
near the end. It was when we were in the 
fogs off the coast of Newfoundland. The work 
that tired one to death was not sufficient to ke^ 
one warm ; the cold mist seemed to soak through 
one's flesh as well as one's slops, and to cling to 
one's bones as it clung to the ship's gear. The 
deck was slippeiy and cold, everything, except the 
funnel, was sticky and cold, and the fc^hom made 
day and night hideous with noises like some un- 
musical giant trying in vain to hit the note Fa. 
The density of the fog varied. Sometimes we 
could not see each other & few feet off, at others 
we could see pretty well what we were about on 
the vessel, but could see nothing beyond. 

We went very slowly, and the fog lasted unusu- 
ally long. It included a Sunday, which is a blessed 
day to Jack at sea. No tarring, greasing, oiling, 
padnting, scraping or scnibbingbut whatis positive^ 
necessary, and no yam-spinning but that of telling 
travellers' tales, which seamen aptly describe as 
spinning yams. I heard a great many that day 
which recalled the schoolmaster's stories, and filled 
my head and heart with indefinable longings and 
impatience. More and more did it seem impos- 
sible that one could live content in one little comer 
of this interesting world when one has eyes to see 



and ears to hear, and hands for work, and legs to 
run away with. 

Not that the tales that were told on this occa- 
sion were of an encouraging nature, for they were all 
about fogs and ice ; but they were very interesting. 
One man had made this very voyage in a ship that 
got out of her course as it might be where we 
were then. She was too far to the north'ard when 
a fog came on, as it might be the very fog we were 
in at that moment, and it lasted, lifting a bit and 
and foiling again worse than ever, just the very 
same as it was a-doing now. Cold ? He believed 
you this fog was cold, and you might believe him 
that fog was cold, but the cold of both together 
would not be a patch upon what it was when your 
bones chattered in your skin and you heard the 
ship's keel grinding, and said '' Ice 1 " " He'd 
seen some queer faces— dead and living — ^in his 
time, but wnen fAa/ fog lifted and the sun shone 
upon walls of green ice on both sides above our 
head, and the Captain's face as cold and as green 
as them with knowing all was up " 

At this point the narrator was called away, and 
somebody asked, 

" Has any one heard him tell how it ended ? " 

" I did," said Pat Shaughnessy, *' and it spoik 
me dinner that time." 

" Go on, Pat I What happened to them ? " 

" The lowest depths of misfortune. Sorra a soul 
but himself and a boy escaped by climbing to a 
ledge on the topmost peak of one of the icebergs 
just in the nick of time to see the ship cracked like 
a walnut between your fingers. And the worst 
was to come, bad luck ! " 

"What? Go pn, Paddy! What did he and 
the boy do ? " 

" They just eat each other," faltered Pat. " But, 
Heaven be praised ! a whaler fetched off the sur* 
vivor. It was then that he got the bad fever though, 
so maybe he dreamt the worst." 

I felt great sympathy with Pat's evident dis- 
relish for this tale, but the oldest and hairiest 
sailor seemed hardly to regard it as worth calling 
an adventure. If you wanted to see ice that was 
ice, you should try the coast of Greenland, he said. 
** Hartic Hexploration for choice, but seals or 
blubber took you pretty far up. He remembered 
the Christmas he lost ikem two, (And cocking one 
leg over the other, he drew a worsted sock from 
his foot, and displayed the fact that his great toe 
and the one next to it were gone.) They lost more 
than toes that time too. You might believe it 
gave you a lonelyish kind of feel when there was 
no more to be done for the ship but get as much 
firewood out of her timber as you could, and all 
yon had in the way of a home was huts on an ice- 
floe, and a white fox, with a black tip to its tail. 
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for a pet. It wouldn^t have lasted long, except for 
discipline," we young 'uns might take notice. 
" Pleasure's all very well ashore, where a man may 
go his own way a long time, and show his nasty 
temper at home, and there's other folks about him 
doing double duty to make up for it and keep 
things together ; but when you come to a handful 
of men cast adrift to make a world for themselves, 
as one may say. Lord bless you 1 there's nothing's 
any good then but making every man do as he's 
bid and be content with what he gets — and clear- 
ing him out if he won't It was a hard winter at 
that. But regularity pulled us through. Reg'lar 
work, r^Iar ways, r^'lar rations and reg'lar lune- 
juice, as long as it lasted. And not half a bad 
Christmas we didn't have neither, and poor Sal's 
Christmas-tree^ was the best part of it. ' What 
sort of a Christmas-tree, and why Sal's ? ' Well, 
the carpenter put it up, and an uncommon neat 
thing he made too, of pinewood and birch-broom, 
and some of the men hung it over with paper 
chains. And then the carpenter opened the bundle 
Sal made him take his oath he wouldn't open till 
Christmas, whatever came, and I'm blest u there 
wasn't a pair of brand-new socks for every soul of 
the ship's crew. Not that we were so badly off 
for socks, but washing 'em reg'lar, and never 
being able able to get 'em really dry, and putting 
'em on again like stones, was a mighty different 
thing to getting all our feet into something dry 
and warm. 'Who was Sal?' Well, poor S^ 
was a rum 'un, but she's dead. It's a queer thing, 
we only lost one hand, and that was the carpenter, 
and he died the same day poor Sal was murdered 
down Bermondsey way. It's a queer world, this, 
no matter where you're cruising I But there's one 
thing you'll learn if you live as long as me ; a 
woman's heart and the ocean deep's much about 
the same. You can't reckon on 'em, and God 
A'mighty as made 'em, alone knows the dq>ths of 
'em ; but as our doctor used to say (and he was 
always fetching things out and putting 'em into bot- 
tles), it's the rough weather brings the best of it up. " 
This was not a cheerful story, but it was soon 
driven out of our heads by others. Fog was the 
prevailing topic ; yams of the fogs of the northern 
seas being varied by "red fogs' off the Cape de 
Verd Islands ; and not the least dismal of the nar- 
ratives was told by Alister Auchterlay, of a fog on 
Ben Nevis, in which his own grandmother's uncle 
perished, chiefly, as it appeared, in consequence 
of a constitutional objection to taking advice, or 
to "going back upon his word," when he had 
made up his mind to do something or to go some- 
where. And this drew from the boatswain the 
sad fate of a comrade of his, who had sailed twice 
round the world, been shipwrecked four times, in 



three collisions, and twice aboard ships that took 
fire, had Yellow Jack in the West Indies, and 
sunstroke at the Cape, lost a middle finger from 
frost-bite in the north of China, and one eye in a 
bit of a row at San Francisco, and came safe home 
after it all, and married a snug widow in a pork- 
shop at Wapping Old Stairs, and got out of his 
course steering home through a London fog on 
Guy Fawkes Day, and walked straight into the 
river, and was found at low tide next morning 
with a quid of tobacco in his cheek, and nothing 
missing about him but his glass eye, which shows, 
as the boatswain said, that " Fogs is fogs any- 
where, and a nasty thing too." 

It was towards dark when we had been four- 
teen days at sea, that our own fog suddenly lifted, 
and the good news flew itom mouth to mouth that 
we might be " in about midnight." But the fog 
came down again, and I do not think that the 
whole fourteen days put together felt so long as 
the hours of that one night through which the fog- 
horn blew, and we lon|^ for day. 

I was leaning against the bulwarks at eight 
o'clock the next morning. White mist was all 
around us, a sea with no horizon. Suddenly, like 
the curtain of a theatre, the mist rose. Gradually 
the horizon-line appeared, then a line of low coast, 
which, muddy-looking as it was, made one's heart 
beat thick and fast* Then lines of dark wood ; 
then the shore was dotted with grey huts ; then 
the sun came out, the breeze was soft and mild, 
and the air became strangely scented, and redo- 
lent of pine forests. Nearer the coast took more 
shape, though it was still low, rather bare and 
dotted with brushwood and grey stones low down, 
and always crowned with pines. Then habitations 
began to sparkle along the shore. Red roofs^ 
caidboard-looking churches, little white wooden 
houses, and stiffish trees mixed everywhere. And 
the pine odour on the breeze was sweeter and 
sweeter with every breath one drew. 

Suddenly I found Alister's arm round my 
shoulder. 

" Isn't it glorious ? " I exclaimed. 

"Aye, aye," he said, and then, as if afraid he 
had not said enough, he added with an effort : 
" The toun's built almost entirely of wood, I'm 
told, with a population of close on 30,000 in- 
habitants. 

* * What a fellow you are ! " I groaned : "Alister, 
aren't you glad we're safe here? Are you ever 
pleased about anything ? " 

He didn't speak, and I turned in his arm to look 
up at his face. His eyes, which always remind 
me of the sea, were looking away over it, but he 
brought them back to meet mine, and pressed my 
shoulder. 
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It is bonnie," he said, ''verra bonnie. But 
eh, man ! If strange land shines like yon, hoo'U 
oor ain shores look whenever we win Home ? " 
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CHAPTER XXII. 
One, two, three, and away ! ** 



WE three were fast friends when our voyage 
ended, and in planning our future we 
planned to stick together, " Like the three leaves 
of the shamrock/* as Dennis O'Moore said. 

The Captain would have kept Alister as one of 
his crew, but the Scotch lad had definite plans for 
looking up a cousin on this side of the Atlantic, 
and pushing his fortunes by the help of his rela- 
tive, so he did not care to make the return vojrage. 
The Captain did not offer the berth to me, but ne 
was very kind, and returned my money, and gave 
us a written paper testifying to our good conduct 
and capabilities. He also gave Alister his address, 
and he and iEhe other officers collected a small sum 
of money for him as a parting gift. 

That afternoon we three crossed the harbour, 
and went for a walk in the pinewoods. How I 
longed for Charlie ! I would have given anything 
if he could have been there, warmed through by 
the hot sun, refreshed by the smell of pines, rest- 
ing his poor back in the deep moss, and getting 
excited over the strange flowers that grew wild 
all round our feet. One never forgets the first 
time one sees unknown flowers growing wild ; and 
though we were not botanical, like Charlie, we 
had made ourselves very hot with gathering nose- 
gays by the time that Dennis summoned us to sit 
down and talk seriously over our affairs. Our 
place of council was by the side of a lake, which 
reflected a sky more blue than I had ever seen. It 
stretched out of sight, and all about it were pines 
— pines. It was very lovely, and very hot, and 
very sweet, and the little black flies which swarmed 
about took tiny bits out of our cheek, and left the 
blood trickling down, so cleverly, that one did 
not feel it — ^till afterwards. We did feel the mos- 
quitos, and fought with them as well as we could, 
whilst Dennis O'Moore, defending his own face 
with a big bunch of jack-in-pulpits striped like 
tabby cats, explained his plans as follows : — 

Of course we had no notion of going home 
awhile. Alister and I had come away on purpose ; 
and for his own part it had always been the long- 
ing of his soul to see the world. Times out of 
mind when he and Barney were on board one of 
these emigrant ships, that had put into the bay, 
GOD-speeding an old tenant or acquaintance with 



good wishes and whiskey and what not, he had 
been more than half inclined to give old Barney 
and the hooker the slip, and take his luck with the 
outward bound. And now he was here, and- no 
blame for it, why would he huny home? The 
race of the O'Moore's was not likely to become 
extinct for the loss of him, at the worst ; and the 
Squire wouldn't grudge him a few months' diver- 
sion and a peep at the wide world. Far from it ; 
he'd send him some money, and why not ? He 
(Dennis) was a bit of a &vourite for his mother's 
sake, and the Squire had a fine heart. The real 
difficulty was that it would be at least a month 
before the Squire could get a letter and Dennis 
could get his money ; but if we couldn't keep our 
heads above water for a month we'd small chance 
of pushing our way in the world. 

It is needless to say that I was willing to fall 
in with Dennis O' Moore's plans, being only too 
thankful for such companions in my wanderings. I 
said so, and added that what little money I had 
was to be regarded as a common purse so long as 
it lasted. 

When Alister was appealed to, he cast in his lot 
with no less willingness, but it seemed that he 
must first look up a relation of his mother's, who 
lived in Halifax, and to whom his mother had 
given him a letter of introduction. Alister had 
never told us his history, and of course we had 
not asked for it ; but on this occasion some of it 
crept out. His father had been the minister of a 
country parish in Scotland, but he had died young, 
and Alister had been reared in poverty. Dennis 
and I gathered that he had well-to-do relatives on 
his father's side, but, as Dennis said, *' more kin- 
ship than kindness about them." "Though I 
wouldn't wonder if the widow herself had a touch 
of stiff-neckedness in her," he added. 

However that might be, Alister held with his 
mother, of course, and he said little enough about 
his paternal relations, except one, whom he des- 
cribed as *' a guid man, and verra canny, but 
hard on the failings of the young." What youth- 
ful failings in our comrade had helped to snap the 
ties of home, we did not know, but we knew 
enough of Alister by this time to feel sure they 
could not have been very unpardonable. 

It was not difficult to see that it was under the 
sting of this man's reproaches that the lad had 
taken his fate into his own hands. 

** I'm not blaming him," said Alister in impar- 
tial tones ; and then he added, with a flash of his 
eyes, but ** I'll no be indebted to him ! " 

We had returned to the town, and were strolling 
up the shady side of one of the clean wooden 
streets, when a strange figure came down it with 
a swinging gait, at a leisurely pace. She (for. 
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after a moment's he^tation, we decided that it was 
a woman) was of gipsy colouring, but not of gipsy 
beauty. Her black hair was in a loose knot on 
her back, she wore a curious skull cap of black 
cloth embroidered with beads, a short cloth skirt, 
a pair of old trousers tucked into leather socks, a 
small blanket with striped ends folded cunningly 
over her shoulders, and on her breast a gold cross 
about twice as large as the one conceal^ beneath 
the Irish boy's shirt. And I looked at her with a 
curious feeling that my dreams were coming true. 
Dark— high-cheeked— a blanket— and (unless the 
eyes with which I gazed almost reverentially at 
the dirty leather socks deceived me) moccassins — 
she was, she must be, a squaw! 

Probably Dennis had come to the same conclu- 
sion, when, waving the tabby-coloured arums, he 
said, '^ril ask her what these are," and gaily 
advanced to carry out his purpose. 

" Ye're daft," said Alister, getting red. 

** It's a North American Indian 1 " said I. 

** It's a woman, anyhow ! " retorted Dennis over 
his shoulder, with a twinkle of his eyelashes that 
drew from Alister in his broadest accent, ''The 
lad's a pairrfect libberrteenl " an expression which 
he afterwards retracted and apologized for at con- 
siderable length. 

Within a tew feet of the squaw Dennis lifted the 
broad-brimmed hat which I had bought for him 
directly we landed, and then advancing with a 
winning smile, he asked the name of the Sowers in 
very good Irish. The squaw smiled too ; she 
touched the flowers, and nodded and said some- 
thing in a soft, rapid and unknown tongue, which 
only made Dennis shake his head and smile again, 
on which she spoke in a language still danc to 
Alister and me, but not so to Dennis, who, to our 
amazement, replied in the same, and a dialogue 
so spirited ensued, that they both seemed to be 
talking at once. Alister's face was a study when 
Dennis put out his hand towards the squaw's gold 
cross, and all but touched it, and then (both chat- 
tering faster than ever) unbuttoned his throat and 
drew out his crucifix to show her. His last act 
was to give her half the tabby-striped arums as 
they parted. Then he lifted the broad hat once 
more and stood bareheaded, as the squaw came 
slowly down the wooden causeway, not without 
one glance at us as she passed. But at the bottom 
of the street she turned round to look at Dennis. 
His hat was still in his hand, and he swung it 
round his head, crying, ** A Dieu, Madame ! " 

** A Dieu I " said the squaw, and she held up 
the tabby-striped arums. Very mingled feelings 
seemed to have been working in Alister's mind, 
but his respect for the fruits of education was 
stronger even than his sense of propriety. He 



forgot to scold Dennis for his unseemly familiarity 
with a stranger, he was so anxious to know in 
what language he had been speaking, 

** French, said Dennis. "There seems to be 
a French mission somewhere near here. She's a 
good Catholic too, but she has a mighty queer 
accent, and awftil feet I " 

' ' It's a grand thing to speak with other tongues ! " 
said Alister. 

" If ye want to learn French, I'll teach ye all I 
can," said Dennis. " Sh — sh ! No kindness 
whatever. I wish we mayn't have idle time for 
any amount of philology ! 

At the top ox the hill we parted for a time, and 
went our ways. Alister to look up his relation, I 
to buy stationery and stamps for our letters home, 
and Dennis to convert his gold ring into the cur- 
rency of the colony. We would not let him pawn 
his watch, which he was most anxious to do, 
though Alister and I pointed out how invaluable 
it might prove to us^it was a good hunting- watch, 
and had been little damaged by the sea), because, 
as he said, ''he would feel as if he was doing 
something, anyhow." 

Alister and I were the last to part, and as we 
did so, having been talking about Dennis O'Moore, 
I said, " I knew it was French when I got nearer, 
but I never learnt French, though my mother 
began to teach me once. You don't really think 
you'U learn it from him, do you ? " 

"With perseverance," replied Alister, simply. 

" What good will French be to you ? " I asked. 

" Knowledge is a light burden, and it may carry 
ye yet," was Alister's reply. 

When we met again, Dennis was jingling some 
money in his pocket, which was added to the 
common fund of which the miser's legacy had 
formed the base. I had got paper and stamps, 
and information as to mails, and some more in- 
formation which was postponed till we found out 
what was amiss with the Scotch leaf of our Sham- 
rock. For there were deep furrows on Alister's 
brow, but far deeper was the despondency of his 
soul. He was in the lowest possible spirits, and 
with a Scotchman that is low indeed. He had 
made out his way to his cousin's place of business, 
and had heard a very satisfactory report of the 
commercial success, but — the cousin had gone " to 
the States." 

Alister felt himself very much ill-used by fate, 
and I believe Dennis felt himself very much ill- 
used by Alister, that evening, but I maintain that 
I alone was the person really to be pitied, because 
I had to keep matters smooth between the two. 
The gloom into which Alister relapsed, his pro- 
phecies, prognostications, warnings, raven-like 
croakings, parallel instances, general reflections 
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and personal applications, as well as his obstinate 
notion that he would be *' a burden and a curse " 
to " the two of us," and that it would have been 
small wonder had the sailors cast him forth into 
the Atlantic, like the Prophet Jonah, as being 
certain to draw ill-luck on his companions, were 
trying enough ; but it was no joke that misfortune 
had precisely the opposite effect upon Dennis. 
If there was a bit of chaff left unchaffed in all Ire- 
land, from Malin Head to Barley Cove, I believe 
it came into Dennis's head on mis inappropriate 
occasion, and he forthwith discharged it at Alister's. 
To put some natures into a desperate situation 
seems like putting tartaric acid into soda and 
water — they srarkle up and froth. It certainly 
was so with Dennis O'Moore ; and if Alister 
could hardly have been more raven-like upon the 
crack of doom, the levity of Dennis would, in our 
present circumstances, have been discreditable to 
a paroquet. 

For it was no light matter to have lost our one 
liope of a friend in this strange land ; and yet this 
was practically what it meant, when we knew that 
Alister Auchterlay's cousin had gone to the States. 
But the idea of kinship at last suggested something 
more sensible than jokes to Dennis O'Moore. 

"Why, I've a cousin of my own in Demerara, 
and I'd forgotten him entirely ! " he suddenly 
announced. 

"You haven't a cousin in New York, have 
you?" I asked, and I proceeded to explain, that 
having done my business, I had been drawn back 
to the harbour by all the attractions shipping has 
for me, and had there been accosted by the mate 
of a coasting- vessel bound for New York with salt 
fish, who was in want of hands both to load and 
man her. The ** Water-Lily " had been pointed 
out to me from a distance, and we might go and 
see her to-morrow morning if we liked. With the 
prospect of living for at least a month on our 
slender stocking, the idea of immediate employ- 
ment was very welcome, to say nothing of the 
attraction of further adventures. Alister began to 
cheer up, and Dennis to sober down. We wrote 
home, and posted our letters, after which we 
secured a decent sleeping-room and a good meal 
of broiled salmon, saffron-coloured cakes, and hot 
coffee, for a very reasonable sum ; but, moderate 
as it was, it confirmed us in the conviction that 
we could not afford to eat the bread of idleness. 

Next day we were early at the wharf. The 
"Water-Lily" was by no means so white as she 
was named, and the smell of the salt fish was 
abominable. But we knew we could not pick and 
choose when we wanted employment, and wanted 
to be together; and to this latter point we had 
nailed our colours. With Alister and me the mate 



came to terms at once, but for a time he made 
difficulties about Dennis. We " stowaways " had 
had so much dirty work to do in sdl weathers for 
the past fortnight, that we looked sailor-like 
enough, I dare say ; and as it had honestly been 
our endeavour to learn all we could, and shirk 
nothing, and as the Captain's paper spoke well of 
us, I think the mate got a very good bargain— for 
we were green enough to take loWer wages than 
the customary rate on the strength of a long string 
of special reasons which he made us swallow. 
This probably helped towards his giving in about 
Dennis. The matter about Dennis was that he 
looked too much of the fine gentleman still, though 
his homespun suit had seen salt water, and was 
far from innocent of tar and grease, for he had 
turned his hand to plen^ of rough work during 
the voyage, partly out of good-nature, and partly 
to learn all he could get the sailors to teach him. 
However, his coaxing tongue clinched the bargain 
at last ; indeed the mate seemed a good deal struck 
by the idea that he would find it "mighty conve- 
nient " to have a man on board who v^ a good 
scholar and could help him to keep the log. So 
we signed articles, and went to our duty. 

The " Water-lily " was loaded, and we sailed 
in her, and we got to New York. But of all the 
ill-found tubs t£it ever put to sea, I should think 
she might have taken the first prize. We were 
overhauling her rotten rigging, taking off, putting 
on, and mending chafing gear every bit of our 
time, Sunday included. The carpenter used hor- 
rible language, but for his vexation I could have 
forgiven nim if he had expressed it more decently, 
for he never had a moment's rest by day ; and 
though a ship's carpenter is exempt from watches 
and allowed to sleep at night as a rule, I doubt if 
he had two nights' rest between Halifax and New 
York. 

As Dennis put it, there was "any amount of 
chicanery about the whole affair." Some of our 
pay was " set against " supplying " duds " for 
Dennis to do dirty work in ; Alister was employed 
as sailmaker, and then, like the carpenter, was 
cheated of his rest As to food, we were nearly 
starved, and should have fared even worse than 
we did, but that the black cook was friendly to- 
wards us. 

" Dis ' Water-Lily' ob ours a leetle ober-blown, 
Dennis, I'm tinking," said Alfonso, showing all 
his white teeth. " Hope she not fall to pieces dis 
voyage." 

" Hope not, Alfonso. She hasn't lost her scent, 
anyhow!" At which allusion to our unsavoury 
cargo Alfonso yelled with laughter. 

For our favour with the cook (and it means hot 
coffee, dry socks, and other little comforts being in 
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favour with the cook) we had chiefly to thank 
Dennis. Our coal-black comrade loved jokes 
much, but his own dignity just a little more ; and 
the instinctive courtesy which was as natural to 
Dennis as the flow of his fun, made him particu- 
larly acceptable to Alfonso. 

And for the rest, we came to feel that if we could 
keep the "Water-Lily" afloat to the end of her 
voyage, most other -considerations were minor ones. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

" May it please God not to make our friends so happy as 
to forget us ! "^Oid Prmterb, 

THE " Water-Lily " was re-christened by Den- 
nis, with many flourishes of speech and a deck- 
tubof salt water long before we reached our journey's 
end. The "Slut," as we now privately called her, 
defied all our efforts to make her look creditable 
for New York Harbour, but we were glad enough 
to get her there at all. 

We made the lights of Bam^at at about six 
o'clock one fine morning, took a pilot on board at 
Sand^ Hook, and the " Slut" being by this time 
as ship-shape as we could get her, we cleaned our- 
selves to somewhat better purpose, put on our 
shore-togs, and were at leisure to enjoy one of the 
most charming sensations in the world, that of 
making one's way into a beautiful harbour on a 
beautifid morning. The fresh breeze that favoured 
us, the sunshine that — whelped by the enchantment 
of distance — made warehouses look like public 
buildings, and stone houses like marble palaces, a 
softening hue of morning mist still clinging about 
the heights of Brookl3m and over the distant stretch 
of the Hudson River Islands, the sparkling waves 
and dancing craft in the bay, and all the dear fa- 
miliar maze of spars and rigging in the docks ; it 
is wonderful how such sights, and the knowledge 
that you are close to the haven where you would 
be, charm away the sore memories of die voyage 
past, and incline you to feel that it hasn't been such 
a bad cruise after all. 

"Poor ole 'Water-Lily!'" sighed Alfonso, 
under the influence of this feeling, "you and me's 
called her a heap o' bad names, Dennis ; I 'spects 
we has to have our grumbles, Dennis. Dat's bout 
whar 't is." 

" She's weathered the storm and got into port, 
anyhow," said Dennis, "and I suppose you think 
the best can do no more. Eh ?" 

"Jes so, Dennis." 

Alfonso was not far wrong on the subject of 
grumbling. It is one of a sailor's few luxuries 



and privileges, and acts as safety-valve for heats 
of just and unjust indignation, which might other- 
wise come to dangerous explosion. We three had 
really learned no mean amount of rough-and-ready 
seamanship by this time, and we had certainly 
practised the art of grumbling as well. That " of 
all the dirty ill-found tubs," the " Slut " was the 
worst we had ever known, our limited experience 
had made us safe in declaring, and we had also 
been voluble about the undue length of time 
during which we had been "humbugging about" 
between Halifax and New York. But these by- 
gones we now willingly allowed to be bygones, 
especially as we had had duff-pudding the day 
before, though it was not Sunday — (Oh, Cray- 
shaw's I that I should have lived to find duff- 
pudding a treat — ^but it f> a pleasant change from 
salt meat), — and as the captain had promised 
some repairs to the ship before we returned to 
Halifax. 

We were not long in discovering that the pro- 
mise was a safe one, for he did not mean to return 
to Hali&x at all. Gradually it leaked out, that 
when the salt-fish was disposed of, we were not 
going to take in ballast and go back, as we had 
tnought, but to stow away a " general cargo " of 
cheap manufactured articles (chiefly hardware, toys, 
trumpery pictures, and looking-glasses) and pro- 
ceed with them on a trading voyage " down 
south." — "West Indies," said the carpenter. 
" Bermuda for jcertain," was another opinion ; but 
Alfonso smiled and said "Demerara." 

" Cap'n berry poor sailor, but berry good trader," 
he informed us in confidence. " Sell 'm stinking 
fish and buy gimcracks cheap ; sell gimcracks 
dear to Portugee store in Georgetown, take in 
sugar— berry good sugar, Demerara sugar — and 
come back to New York." 

Alfonso had made the voyage before on these 
principles, and was all the more willing to believe 
that this was to be the programme, because he 
was — at such uncertain mtervals as his fate or- 
dained — courting a young lady of colour in George- 
town, Demerara. I doirt think Dennis O'Moore 
could help sympathising with people, and as a 
result of this gcKxl-natured weakness, he heard a 
great deal about that young lady of colour, and 
her genteel clothes, and how she played the piano, 
and belonged to the Baptist congregation. 

"I've a cousin myself in Demerara, Alfonso," 
said Dennis. 

" Hope she'm kind to you, Dennis. Hope you 
can trust her, 'specially if the members walks 
home with l^er after meeting." And Alfonso 
sighed. 

But iokes were far too precious on board the 
" Slut for Dennis to spoil this one by explaining 
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that his cousin was a middle-aged gentleman in 
partnership with the owner of a sugar estate. 

As we had sailed on the understanding that the 
"Water-Lily" was bound to New York and back 
again to Halifax, of course we made a fuss and 
protested at the change. But we had not really 
much practical choice in the matter, whatever our 
strict rights were, and on the whole we found it 
would be to our advantage to go through with it, 
especially as we did secure a better understanding 
about our wages, and the captain promised us 
more rest on Sundays. On one point we still felt 
anxious— our home letters ; so Dennis wrote to 
the postmaster at Halifax, and arranged for them 
to be forwarded to us at the post-omce, George- 
town, Demerara. For Alfonso was right, we 
were bound for British Guiana, it being however 
understood that we three were not under obliga- 
tion to make the return voyage in the ** Water- 
LUy." 

An odd incident occurred during our brief stay 
in New York. It was after the interview in which 
we came to terms with the captain, and he had 
given us leave for three hours ashore. You can't 
see very much of a city when you have no money 
to spend in it ; but we had walked about till we 
were very hungr}', and yet more thirsty, for it was 
hot, when we all three caught sight of a small 
shop (or store, as Americans would call it), and 
we all spoke at once. 

" Cooling drinks ! '* exclaimed Dennis. 

" There's cakes yonder," said Alister. 

"Michael Macartney," muttered I, for th^t was 
the name over the door. 

We went in as a customer came out, followed 
by Michael Macartney's parting words in a rich 
brogue that might have been old Biddy's own. I 
took a good look at him, which he returned with 
a civil comment on the heat, and an inquiry as to 
what I would take, which Dennis, in tne thirsti- 
ness of his throat, answered for me, leaving me a 
few moments more of observation. I made a 
mental calculation, and decided that the man's 
age would fit Mickey, and in the indescribableness 
of the colour of his clothes and his complexion he 
was undoubtedly like Biddy, but if they had been 
bom in different worlds the expression of his eyes 
could not have been more different. I had the 
clearest remembrance of hers. One does not so 
often look into the eyes of a stranger and see 
genuine feeling that one should forget it. For the 
rest of him, I was glad that Biddy had allowed 
that there was no similarity "betwixt us." He 
had a low forehead, a broad nose, a very wide 
mouth, full of very large teeth, and the humourous 
twinkle in his eye did not atone for the complete 
abfence of that steady light of honest tenderness 



which shone from Biddy's as freely and fearlessly 
as the sun shines. He served Dennis and Alister 
and turned to me. 

" Have you a mother in Liverpool? " I asked, 
before he had time to ask me which '* pop " I 
wanted. 

As I have said, his mouth was big, but I was 
almost aghast at the size to which it opened, be- 
fore he was able to say, " Murther and ages ! Was 
ye there lately? Did ye know her ? " 

" Yes ; I know her. 

" And why would ye be standing there with the 
cold pop, when there's something better within? 
Come in, me boy. So you're acquainted with my 
mother ? And how was she ? " 

" No, thank you, I don't drink spirits. Yes ; 
your mother was well when I saw her." 

" God be praised ! It's a mighty long time 
since I seen the ould craythur." 

"Fifteen years," said I. 

I looked at Mr. Macartney as I said it, but he 
had evasive eyes, and they wandered to the door- 
way. No customers appeared, however, and he 
looked back to Dennis and Alister, but they had 
both folded their arms, and were watching us in 
silence. 

* * Murther and ages ! " he repeated, '* it doesn't 
feel the half of it." 

" I fancy it seems longer, if anything, to her. 
But she has been on the look-out for you every 
day, you see. You've a good business, Mr. 
Macartney, so I dare say you're a ready reckoner. 
Fifteen times three hundred and sixty-five ? Five 
thousand four hundred and seventy-five, isn't it ? " 

" It's a fine scholar for a sailor-boy that ye 
are 1 " said Mickey ; and there was a touch of 
mischief in his eye and voice which showed that 
he was losing his temper. I suppose Dennis heard 
it, too, for he took one bound to my side in a ¥^y 
that almost made me laugh to feel how ready he 
was for a row. But I knew that, after all, I had 
no right over the man's private affairs, warm as 
was my zeal for old Biddy. 

" And you think I might mind my business and 
leave you to yours, Mr. Macartney?" I said. 
"But you see your mother was very kind tp me, 
very kind indeed; and when I left Liverpool I 
promised her if ever I came across you, you should 
hear of her, and she should hear of you. ' 

"And why not?" he answered in mollified 
tones. "It's mighty good-natured in ye, too. 
But come in, all the three of ye, and have some- 
thin' to eat and to drink for the sake of the old 
country." 

We followed him into a back parlour, where 
there were several wooden rocking-chairs, and a 
strong smell of stale tobacco. Here he busied 
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himself in producing cold meat, a squash pie, and 
a bottle of whi^ey, and was as voluble as civil 
about every subject except the one I wished to 
talk of. But the memory of his mother was strong 
upon me, and I had no intention of letting it 
slide. 

'' I*m so glad to have found you," I said. " I 
am sure you can't have known what a trouble it 
has been to your mother never to have heard from 
you all these years." 

'* Arrah I And why should she bother herself 
over me?" he answered impatiently. "Sure I 
never was anything but a trouble to her, worse 
luck ! " And before I could speak again, he went 
on, "But make your mind aisy, lul be writing 
to her. Man/s the time that I've all but indited 
the letter, but 1*11 do it now. Upon me conscience, 
ye may dipind upon me." 

Could I depend upon his shambling conscience? 
Every instinct of an honest man about me answered. 
No. As he had done for fifteen years past, so he 
would do for fifeen years to come. As long as he 
was comfortable himself, his mother would never 

fet a line out of him. Perhaps his voice recalled 
ers, but I almost fancied I could hear her as I 
sat there. — '*I ax your pardon, darlin'. It was 
my own Mickey that was on my mind." 

"Look here, Mr. Macartney," said I; "I want 
you to do me a favour. I owe your mother a 
good turn, and it'll ease my mind to repay it. Sit 
down whilst we're enjoying your hospitality, and 
just write her a line, and let me have the pleasure 
of finding a stamp and putting it in the post with 
my own hands." 

We argued the point for some time, but Mickey 
found the writing materials at last, and sat down 
to write. As he proceeded he seemed to become 
more reconciled to the task ; though he was ob- 
viously no great scribe, and followed the senti- 
ments he was expressing with curious contortions 
of his countenance which it was most funny to 
behold. By-and-by I was glad to see a tear or 
two drop on to the paper, though I was sorry that 
he wiped them up witn his third finger, and wrote 
over the place before it had time to dry. 

"Murther and ages I But it's mighty pleased 
that she'll be," said Mr. Macartney when he had 
finished. He looked mighty pleased with him- 
self, and he held the letter out to me. 

" Do you mean me to read it ? " I asked. 

** I did. And ye can let your friends hear too. " 

I read it aloud, wondering as I read. If pen 
and ink spoke the truth, Biddy's own Mickey's 
heart was broke entirely with the parting from his 
mother. Sorra a bit of taste had there bsen in his 
food, or a drop of natural rest had he enjoyed for 
the last fifteen years. * * Five thousand four hundred 



and seventy-five days — no less." (When I reached 
this skilful adoption of my calculations, I involun- 
tarily looked up. There sat Mr. Macartney in his 
rodung-chair. He was just lighting a short pipe, 
but he paused in the operation to acknowledge 
what he evidently believed to be my look of admi- 
ration with a noa and a wink. I read on.) Times 
were cruel bad out there for a poor boy that lived 
by his industry, but thank God he'd been spared 
the worst pangs of starvation (I glanced roimd the 
pop-shop, but as Mickey himself would have said. 
No matther !) ; and did'nt it lighten his heart to 
hear of his dear mother sitting content and com- 
fortable at her own cofiee-stall. It was murder- 
ously hot in these parts, and New York — bad 
luck to it — ^was a mighty different place from the 
dear old Ballywhack where he was bom. Would 
they ever see old Ireland again? (Here a big 
blot betrayed how much Mr. Macartney had 
been moved by his own eloquence.) The rest of 
the letter was rich with phrases both of piety and 
affection. How much of the whole composition 
was conscious humbug, and whether any of it was 
genuine feeling, I have as little idea now as I had 
then. The shallows of the human heart are at 
least as difficult to sound as its depths, and Midcey 
Macartney's was quite beyond me. One thing 
about the letter was true enough. As he said, it 
would " plaze the ould cra]rthur intirely." 

By the time I had addressed it "Mrs. Biddy 
Macartney, coffee-seller," to the care of the Dock- 
gate-keeper, we had not much spare time left in 
which to stamp and post it, so we took leave of 
the owner of the pop-shop. He was now very 
unwilling to let us go. He did not ask another 
question about his mother, but he was consumed 
with trivial curiosity about us. Once again he 
alluded to Biddy. We were standing outside, and 
his eye fell upon the row of shining pop-taps — 

"Wouldn't she be the proud woman now, av 
she could see me ! " he cried. 

* * Why don't you get her out to live with you ? " 
I asked. 

He shook his head. "I'm a married man, 

Mr. bad luck to me, I've forgotten your name 

now ? " 

" I didn't trouble you with it. Well, I hope 
you'll go and see her before she dies. " 

But when I came to think of it, I did not feel 
sure if that was what I wished. Not being a 
woman, how could I balance the choice of pain ? 
How could I tell if it were better for her to be 
disappointed with every ship and every tide, still 
having faith in her own Mickey, and hope of his 
coming, or for the tide and the ship to bring him 
with all his meanness upon the head she loved, a 
huge disappointment, once for all ! 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



" Roose the fair day at e'en."* 

Scotch Proverb. 



AFTER leaving New York, we no longer 
hugged the coast. We stood right off, and 
to my great delis:ht, I found we were going to put 
in at Ifcrmuda for repairs. I never knew, but I 
always fiuicy that these were done cheaper there 
than at New York. Or it may merely have been 
because when we had been at sea two days the 
wretched " Slut " leaked so that, though we were 
pumping day and night, till we were nearly worn 
out, we couldn't keep the wet from the gimcrack 
cargo. 

Fortunately for us the weather was absolutely 
lovely, and though it was hot by day, we wore 
uncommonly little clothing, ana "carried our 
change of air with us,*' as Dennis said. 

As to the nights, I never can forget the ideal 
beauty of the last three before we reached Ber- 
muda. I had had no conception of what starlight 
can be and what stars can look like, lliese 
hanging lamps of the vast heavens seemed so 
strangely different from the stars that "twinkle, 
twinkle," as the nursery book has it, through our 
misty skies at home. We were, in short, approach- 
ing the tropics. Very beautiful were the strange 
constellations of the midnight sky, the magic love- 
liness of the moonlight, and the phosphoresence of 
the warm waves, whilst the last exquisite touch of 
delight was given by the balmy air. By day the 
heat (especially as we had to work so hard in it) 
made one's enjoyment less luxurious, but if my 
love for the sea had known no touch of disap- 
pointment on the cold swell of the northern At- 
lantic, it would have needed very dire discomfort 
to spoil the pleasure of living on these ever-varying 
blue waters, flecked with white foam and foam- 
like birds, through the clearness of which we now 
and then got a peep of a peacock-green dolphin, 
changing his colour with every leap and gambol, 
as if he were himself a wave. 

Of living things (and, for that matter, of ships) 
we saw far less than I expected, though it was 
more than a fortnight from the time of our leaving 
Sandy Hook to the night we lay off to the east of 
the Bermudas — the warm lights from human 
habitations twinkling among the islands, and the 
cold light of the moon makmg the surf and coral 
reefs doubly clear against the dark waters — wait- 
ing, but scarcely wishing, for the day. 

As I have said, Alfonso was very black, and 
Alfonso was very dignified. But his blackness. 



compared with the blackness of the pilot who 
came off at St George's Island, and piloted us. 
through the Narrows, was as that of a lad-shoe to 
a boot that has been polished by blacking. As to 
dignity, no comparison can be made. The dignity 
of that nigger pilot exceeded anything, r^al, 
municipal, or even parochial, that I have ever seen. 
As he came up the ship's side, Dennis was looking 
over it, and when the pilot stood on deck Dennis 
fled abruptly, and Alister declares it took two 
buckets of water to recover him from the fit of 
hysterics in which he found him rolling in the 
forecastle. 

The pilot's costume bore even more reference to 
his dignity than to the weather. He wore a pea- 
coat, a tall and very shiny black hat, white 
trousers, and neither shoes nor socks. His feet 
were like flat-irons turned the wrong way, and 
his legs seemed to be slipped into the middle of 
them, like the handles of two queer-shaped hoes.. 
His intense, magnificent importance, and the bom- 
bastic way he swaggered about the deck, were so 
perfectly absurd, that we three youngsters should 
probably have never had any feeling towards him 
but that of contempt, if it had not been that we 
were now quite enough of seamen to appreciate 
the skill with which he took us safely on our 
dangerous and intricate passage into harbour. 
How we ever got through the Narrows, how he 
picked our way amongst the reefs and islands, was 
a marvel. We came in so close to shore that I 
thought we must strike every instant, and so we 
should have done had there been any blundering 
on his part. 

We went very slowly that day, as became the 
atmosphere and the scene, the dangers of our way> 
and the dignity of our guide. 

** It's an ill wind that blows nobody good," said 
Dennis, as we hung over the side. "If it's for 
repairs we've put into Paradise, long life to the 
old tub and her rotten timbers ! I wouldn't have 
missed this for a lady's berth in the West Indian 
Mail, and my passage paid I " 

"Nor I." 

" Nor I." 

nis was indeed worth having gone through a 
good deal to see. The channel through which we 
picked our way was marked out by little buoys, 
half white and half black, and on either side the 
coral was just a-wash. Close at hand the water 
was emerald green or rosy purple, according to its 
depth and the growths below ; half a mile away it 
was deep blue against lines of dazzling surf and 
coral sand ; and the reefs and rocks amongst 
whose deadly edges our hideous pilot steered for 
our lives, were like beds of flowers blooming under 
water. Red, purple, yellow, orange, pale green. 
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dark green, in patches quite milky, and in patches 
a mass of sdl sorts of seaweed, a gay garden on a 
white ground, shimmering through crystal I And 
down below the crabs crawled about, and the 
fishes shot hither and thither; and over the sur- 
face of the water, from reef to reef and island to 
island, the tern and sea-gulls skimmed and swooped 
about. 

We anchored that evenings and the pilot went 
ashore. Lovely as the day had been, we were 
(for some mysterious reason) more tired at 
the end of it than on days when we had been 
working three times as hard. This, with Dennis, 
invariably led to mischief, and with Alister to in- 
tolerance. The phase was quite familiar to me 
now, and I knew it was coming on when they 
would talk about the pilot. That the pilot was 
admirably skilful in his trade, and that he was a 
most comical-looking specimen of humanity, were 
obvious facts. I quite agreed with both Alister 
and Dennis, but that, imfortunately, did not make 
them a|;ree with each other. Not that Dennis 
contradicted Alister (he pretended to be afraid to 
do so), but he made comments that were highly ag- 
gravating. He did not attempt to deny that it was 
*.*a gran sight to see ony man do his wark weel," or 
that the A&ican negro shared with us ** our com- 
mon 'humanity and our immortal hopes," but he 
introduced the quite irrelevant question of whether 
it was not a loss to the Presbyterian Ministry that 
Alister had gone to sea. He warmly allowed that 
the pilot probably had his feelings, and added that 
even he had his; that the Hat tried them, but 
that the Feet were "altogether too many for them 
intirely." He received the information that the 
pilot's feet were *'as his Creator made them," in 
respectful silence, and a few minutes afterwards 
asked me if I was aware of the "curious fact in 
physiology," that it took a surgical operation to 
get a joke through a Scotchman^ brain-pan. 

I was feeling all-overish and rather cross myself 
towards evening, and found Alister's cantankerous- 
ness and Dennis 0'Moore*s chaff almost equally 
tiresome. To make matters worse, I perceived 
that Dennis was now so on edge, that to catch 
sight of the black pilot made him really hysterical, 
and the distracting thing was, that either because 
I was done up, or because such folly is far more 
contagious than any amount of wisdom, I began 
to get quite as bad, and Alister's disgust only 
made me worse. I unfeignedly dreaded the ap- 
proach of that black hat and those triangular feet, 
for they made me giggle in spite of myself, and I 
knew a ship's rules fer too well not to know how 
fearful would be the result of any public exhibition 
of disrespect. 

However, we three were not always together. 



and we had been apart a good bit when we met 
(as ill-luck would nave it) at the moment when 
the pilot's boat was just alongside, ready for his 
departure. 

" What's the boat for ? " asked Alister, who had 
been below. 

"And who would it be for," replied Dennis, 
"but the gentlemen in the black hat? Alister, 
dear ! What's the reason I can't tread on a nig- 
ger's heels without treading on your toes ? " 

" Hush ! " cried I, in torment, "he's coming." 

We stood at attention, but never can I forget 
the agony of the ;iext few minutes. That hat, that 
face, those flat black feet, that strut, that smile. I 
felt a sob of laughter banning somewhere about 
my waist-belt, and yet my heart ached with fear 
for Dennis. Oh, if only His Magnificence would 
move a little quicker, and let us have it over I 

There's a fish at Bermuda that is known as the 
toad-fish (so Alfonso told me), and when you 
tickle it it blows itself out after the manner of the 
frog who tried to be as big as an ox. It becomes 
as round as a football, and if you throw it on the 
water it floats. If you touch it it sounds (accord- 
ing to Alfonso) "all same as a banjo." It will 
live some time out of water ; and if it shows any 
signs of subsiding, another tickle will blow it out 
again. "Too muchee tickle him burst," said 
Alfonso. I had heard this decidedly nasty story 
just before the pilot's departure, and it was now 
the culmination of all the foolish thoughts that 
gibbered in my head. I couldn't help thinking of 
It as I held my breath to suppress my laughter, 
and quaked for the yet more volatile Dennis. Oh, 
dear ! Why wouldn't that mass of absurdity walk 
quicker ? His feet were big enough. Meanwhile 
we stood like mutes — eyes front ! To have looked 
at each other would have been, fatal. "Too 
muchee tickle him burst." I hoped we looked 
grave (I have little doubt now that we looked as 
if we were having our photographs taken). The 
sob had mounted from my waist to my throat. 
My teeth were set, my eyes watered, but the pilot 
was here now. In a moment he would be down 
the side. With an excess of zeal I found strength 
to raise my hand for a salute. 

I fear it was this that pleased him, and made 
him stop ; and we couldn't help looking at him. 
His hat was a little set back for the heat, his 
black triangular feet were in the third position of 
dancing. He smiled. 

There was an explosive sound to my right. I 
knew what it meant. Dennis had " burst. 

And then I never felt less like laughing in my 
life. Visions of insubordination, disrespect, mu- 
tiny, flogging, and black-hole, rushed through my 
head, and I had. serious thoughts of falling on my 
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knees before the insulted pilot. With unfeigned 
gratitude I record that he was as magnanimous as 
he was magnificent. He took no revenge, except 
in words. What he said was : 

''Me one coloured gentleman. You one dam 
mean white trash ob common sailor. YAH ! " 

And with unimpaired dignity he descended the 
ladder and was rowed away over the prismatic 
waters. And Alister and I turned round to look 
for Dennis, and found him sitting in the scuppers, 
wiping the laughter-tears out of his thick eyelashes. 

There was something fateful about that evening, 
which was perhaps what made the air so heavy. 
If I had been keeping the log, I should have 
made the following entry : ''Captain got drunk. 
A ring round the moon. Alister and Dennis 
quarrelsome." 

I saw the ring round the moon when I was 
TOwing the captain and the mate back from one of 
the islands, wnere they had been ashore. Alfonso 
afterwards pointed it out to me and said, "Tell 
you. Jack, I'm glad dis ole tub in harbour now ! " 
From which I concluded that it was an omen of 
bad weather. 

Alister wid Dennis were still sparring. I began 
to think we'd better stretch a rope and let them 
have it out with their fists, but I could not make 
out that there was anything to fight about except 
that Alister had accused Dennis of playing the 
fool, and Dennis had said that Alister was about 
as good company as a grave-digger. I felt very 
feverish and said so, on which they both began to 
apologize, and we ail turned in for some sleep. 

Next day we were the best of friends, and we 
got leave to go ashore for a few hours. We were 
anchored in Grassy Bay, off Ireland Island — that 
is, off the island where the hulks are, and where 
the schoolmaster spent those ten long years. 
Alister and Dennis wanted to take a lx>at and 
make for Harrington Sound, a very beautiful land- 
locked sheet of water, with one narrow entrance 
through which the tide rushes like a mill-race, but 
when they heard my reason for wanting to have a 
look at my friend's old place of labour and im- 
prisonment, they decided to stay with me, which, 
as it happened, was very lucky for us all. 

We were all three so languid, that though there 
was much to see and little time in which to see it, 
when we found three firm and comfortable resting- 
places among the blocks of white stone in the 
dockyard, we sat down on them, and contented 
ourselves with enjoying the beautiful prospect 
before us. And it so happened that as Dennis 
said, "if we'd taken a box for the Opera" we 
could not have placed ourselves better for the mar- 
vellous spectacle that it was our good luck to 
witness. I must try and tell it in order. 



The first thing we noticed was a change among 
the sea-birds. They left their careless, gracefm 
skimming and swooping, and got into groups, 
wheeling about like starhngs, and uttering curious 
cries. And scarcely had we become conscious of 
this change among the birds than a simultaneous 
flutter ran through the Bermudian " rig-boats " 
which had been skimming with equal carelessness 
about the bay. Now they were hurriedly thrown 
up into the wind, their wide mainsails lowered 
and reefed, whilst the impulse spread as if by 
magic to the men-of-war and ships in the anchor- 
age. Down came the sails like falling leaves, the 
rigging swarmed with men bracing yards, lowering 
top-gadlant masts, and preparing — we could not 
conceive for what. 

"What, in the name of fortune " said 

Dennis. 

But at this moment Alister cried, "Look be- 
hind ye, man ! " 

We turned round, and this was what we saw — 

The sky out to seaward was one great half- 
circle of blue black, but in what sailors call the eye 
of the storm, was another very regular patch, with 
true curved outlines of the arc and the horizon. 
Under this the sea was dazzlingly white, and then 
in front of that it was a curious green black, and it 
was tossing and flopping about as if it did not 
know what to be at. The wind was scarcely to 
be felt as wind, but we could hear it moaning in a 
dull way that was indescribably terrifying. Gra- 
dually the blackness seemed to come down over 
us as if it would swallow us up, and when I looked 
back to the bay not a bird was to be seen, and 
every boat was flying into shelter. 

And as they fled, there arose from the empty 
sea and sky a strange hissing sound, which gra- 
dually grew so intense that it became almost a 
roar ; and, as the noise increased, the white line 
on the horizon widened and widened. 

Suddenly there came a lull. It quite startled 
us. But about half a mile away, I could see over 
Alister's shoulders that the clouds were blacker, 
and the sea took up the colour and seemed to 
heave and rock more sulkily than before. There 
was no white water here, only a greenish ink. 
And at the same moment Dennis and Alister each 
laid a hand upon my arm, but none of us spoke. 
We lost ourselves in intense watching. 

For by degrees the black water, leaving its 
natural motion, seemed to pile up under the black 
cloud, and then, very suddenly, before one could 
see how it happened, either the cloud stretched 
out a trunk to the sea, or the sea to the cloud, and 
two funnel-shaped masses were joined together by 
a long, twisting, whirling column of water that 
neither sea nor sky seemed able to break away 
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from* It was a weird siffht to see this dark shape 
writhe and spin before the storm, and at last tne 
base of it struck a coral reef, and it disappeared, 
leaving nothing but a blinding squall of rain and a 
tumult of white waves breaking on the reef. And 
then the water whirled and tossed, and flung its 
white arms about, till the whole sea, which had 
been ink a few minutes before, had lashed itself 
into a vast sheet of foam. 

We relaxed our grip of each other, and drew 
breath, and AUster stretching his arms seawards 
after a fashion peculiar to him in moments of ex- 
treme excitement, gave vent to his feelings in the 
following words : 

" Sirs ! yon's a water-spout." 

But before we had time to reply, a convict 
warder, whom we had not noticed, called sharplv 
to us, "Lie down, or you'll be blown down I 
and the gale was upon us. We had quite enough 
to do to hold on to the ground, and keep the 
stone-dust out of our eyes by shutting thenL 
Further observations were impossible, though it 
felt as if everything in the world was breaking up, 
and tumbling about one's ears. 

Luckily nothing did strike us, though not more 
than a hundred yards away a row of fine trees 
went down like a pack of cards, each one parallel 
with its neighbour. House-tiles flew in every 
direction, shutters where whipped off* and whirled 
away ; palm-trees snapped like fishing-rods, and 
when the wind-squall had passed, and we sat up, 
and tried to get the sand out of our ears, we found 
the whole place a mass of debris. 

But when we looked seaward we saw the black 
arch going as fast as it came. All sense of fever 
and lassitude had left us. The air was fresh, and 
calm, and bright, and within half an hour the 
tern and seagulls were fishing over the reef and 
skimming and swooping above the prismatic waters 
as before. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

" Be stirrixig as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
* * *^ so shall inferior eyes^ 
That borrow their behaviours from the great. 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution." 

KingJokHi V. I. 

"/CREAKY doors" are said to "han|[ long,'' 
V^ and leaky ships may enjoy a similar lon- 
gevity. It certainly was a curious fact that the 
" Water-Lily " hardly suffered in that storm, 
though the damage done to shipping was very 
great. Big and little, men-of-war and merchant- 



men, very few escaped scot-free, and some dragged 
their andiors and were either on the reef in the 
harbour, or ran foul of one another. 

Repairs were the order of the day, but we 
managed to get ours done and to proceed on our 
voyage, with vory little extra delay. 

I cannot say it was a pleasant cruise, though it 
brought unexpected promotion to one of the 
Shamrock three. In tnis wise : 

The mate was a wicked brute, neither more nor 
less. I do not want to get into the sailor fashion 
of using strong terms am)ut trifles, but to call him 
less thsm wicked would be to insult goodness, and 
if brutality makes a brute, he was brute enough in 
all conscience I Being short-handed, at Bermuda, 
we had shipped a wretched little cabin-boy of 
Portuguese extraction, who was a native of Deme- 
rara, and glad to work his passage there, and the 
mate's systematic ill-treatment of this poor lad was 
not less of a torture to us than to Pedro himself, 
so agonising was it to see, and not dare to inter- 
fere ; all we could do was to aid him to the best of 
our power on the sly. 

The captain, though a sneaking, unprincipled 
kind of man, was neither so brutal nor, unfortu- 
nately, so good a seaman as the mate; and the 
consequence of this was, that the mate was prac- 
tically the master, and indulged his Snufiy-like 
passion for cruelty with impunity, and with a 
double edge. For, as he was well aware, in ill- 
treating Pedro he made us suffer, and we were all 
helpless alike. 

His hold over the captain was not from superior 
seamanship alone. The " Water-Lily " was nomi- 
nally a "temperance" vessel, but in our case this 
only meant that no rum was issued to the crew. 
In the captain's cabin there was plenty of * * liquor, " 
BJid the captain occasionally got drunk, and each 
time that he did so, the influence of the mate 
seemed riveted firmer than before. Crews are 
often divided in their allegiance, but the crew of 
the " Water-Lily " were of one mind. From the 
oldest to the youngest we all detested the mate, 
and a natural manliness of feeling made us like the 
captain better than we ought otherwise have done, 
because (especially as regards the drinking) we 
considered his relations with the mate to be cha- 
racterised by anything but *'fair play." No love 
was really lost between them, and if the captain 
came on deck and took the lead, they were almost 
certain to quarrel ; (and none the less so, that we 
rushed with alacrity to obey the captain's orders, 
whereas with the mate's it was all ** dragging 
work," as nearly as we dare show unwillingness). 

What led to the extraordinary scene I am about 
to relate, I do not quite know. I suppose a mix- 
ture of things. Alister's minute, unbroken study 
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of what was now his profession, the '^almost 
mbnotonous *' (so Dennis said) perseverance with 
which he improved every opportunity, and absorbed 
all experience and information on the subject of 
seamanship, could hardly escape the notice of any 
intelligent captain. Our captain was not much of 
a seaman, but he was a 'cute trader, and knew *' a 
good article " in any line. The Scotch boy was 
soon a better sailor than the mate, which will be 
the less surprising, when one remembers how few 
men in any trade give more than about a third of 
their real powers to their work — and Alister gave 
all his. This, and the knowledge that he was 
supported by the public opinion of a small but 
able-bodied crew, may have screwed the captain's 
courage to the sticking-point, or the mate may 
have pushed matters just too far ; what happened 
was this : 

The captMn and the mate had a worse quarrel 
than usual, after which the mate rope's-ended 
poor Pedro till the lad lost consciousness, and 
whilst I was comforting him below, the brute 
fumed up and down deck like a hyena (*' sight o' 
blood all same as drink to the likes of him, ' said 
Alfonso, ** make he drunk for more") — ^and vented 
some of his rage in abuse of the captain, such as 
we had often heard, but which no one had ever 
ventured to report. On this occasion Alfonso did 
report it. As I have said, I only knew results. 

At eight o'clock next njoming all hands were 
called aft. 

The captain was quite sober, and he made very 
short work of it. He told us briefly and plainly 
that the mate was mate no longer, and asked if 
we had any wish as to his successor, who would 
be chosen from the crew. We left the matter in 
his hands, as he probably expected, on which, 
beckoning to Alister, he said, "Then I select 
Alister Auchterlay. He has proved himself a 
good and careful seaman, and I believe you all 
like and trust him. I beg you to show this now 
by obe3ang him. And for the rest of the voyage 
remember that he is Mister Auchterlay." 

'* Mr. Auchterlay " more than justified the 
captain's choice. His elevation made no change 
in our friendship, though the etiquette of the vessel 
kept us a good deal apart, and Dennis and I were 
all the "thicker" in consequence. Alister was 
not only absolutely loyal to his trust, but his grati- 
tude never wearied of displaying itself in zeal. I 
often wondered how much of this the captain had 
foreseen. As Alfonso said, he was "good trader." 

The latter part of the voyage was, in these 
altered circumstances, a holiday to what had gone 
before. The captain was never actually drunk 
again, and the "Water-Lily" got to look clean, 
thanks largely to the way Pedro slaved at scraping, 



sweeping, swabbing, rubbing, and polishing, to 
please his new master. She was really in some- 
thing like respectable harbour trim when we ap- 
proached the coast of British Guiana. 

Georgetown, so Alfonso told me, looks very 
odd from the sea. The first thing that strikes you 
being the tops of the trees, which seem to be 
growing out of the water ; but as you get nearer 
you discover that this effect is produced by the 
low level of the land, which is protected from the 
sea by a sea-wall and embankment. I have no 
doubt Alfonso was right, but when the time came 
I forgot all about it, for it was not in ordinary 
circumstances that I first saw Georgetown. 

It was one of those balmy, moonlit tropical 
nights of which I have spoken ; but when we were 
within about an hour's sail of the mouth of the 
Demerara river, the sky ahead of us began to 
redden, as if the evening had forgotten itself and 
was going back to sunset. We made numberless 
suggestions, including that of a display of fire- 
works in our honour ; but as the crimson spread 
and palpitated like an Aurora Borealis, and then 
shot up higher and flooded a large area of sky, 
Alister sang out ** Fire I " and we all crowded for- 
ward in anxious curiosity. 

As might be expected, Alfonso and Pedro were 
in a state of the wildest excitement. Alfonso, of 
course, thought of his lady-love, and would pro- 
bably have collapsed into complete despair, but for 
the necessity of keeping up his spirits sufficiently to 
snub every suggestion made by the cabin-boy, 
whose rival familiarity with the topography of 
Georgetown he could by no means tolerate ; whilst 
Pedro, though docile as a spaniel to us, despised 
Alfonso as only a half-caste can despise a n^ro 
somewhat blacker than himself, and burned for 
safe opportunities of displa3dng his superiority. 
But when Pedro expressed a somewhat contemp- 
tuous conviction that this glowing sky was the 
result of rubbish burning on plantations up the 
country, and skilfully introduced an allusion to 
relatives of his own who had some property in 
cane-flelds, Alfonso's wrath became sublime. 

"You no listen to dat trash ob cabin-boy, "said 
he. "Wait a bit, and I'se find him dirty work 
below dat's fit for he. Keep him from troubling 
gentlemen like us wid him lies. Plantation? 
Yah I He make me sick. Tell you, me know 
Demerary well 'nuff. De town is in flames. Oh, 
my Georgiana I " 

So much, indeed, was beyond doubt before 
long, and as the fire seemed perilously close to the 
wharves and shipping, the captain decided to lie 
off for the night. 'Ae thermometer in his cabin 
stood at ninety degrees, which perhaps accounted 
for his having no anxiety to go ashore ; but, in 
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spite of the heat, Dennis and I were wild to see 
what was going on, and when Alister called to us 
to help to lower the jolly-boat, and we found we 
were to accompany him, we were not dilatory with 
the necessary preparations, and were soon rapidly 
approaching the burning town. 

It was a strange sight as we drew nearer and 
nearer. Before us, on the sea, there was a line 
where the cold silver of the moonshine met the 
lurid reflections of the fiery sky, and the same 
cool light and hot glow changed places over our 
cheeks as we turned our heads, and contrasted on 
the two sides of the sail of the jolly-boat. And then 
we got within ear-shot. A great fire is terrible to 
see, but it is almost more terrible to hear, and it is 
curious how like it is to the sound of great waters 
or a great wind. The roar, the hiss, the crackle, 
the pitiless approach — as Dennis said — 

** I'll tell ye what it is, Jack. These elemental 
giants, when they do break loose from our service, 
have one note of defiance amongst them ; and it's 
that awe-ful roar ! " 

When we stood in the street where the fire was, 
it was deafening, and it kept its own distinctness 
above all other noises ; and with the fire-bells, the 
saving and losing of household goods, and the 
trampling and talking of the crowd, there were 
noises not a few. Dennis and I were together, 
for Alister had business to do, but he had given us 
leave to gratify our curiosity, adding a kindly 
warning to me to take care of myself, and keep 
" that feather-brained laddie, *' Dennis, out of 
danger's way. We had no difficulty in reaching 
the point of interest, for, ludicrous to say, the fire 
was in Water Street ; that is, it was in the street 
running parallel with the river and the wharves, 
the main business street of Georgetown. We were 
soon in the thick of the crowd, protecting our eyes 
from the falling fragments of burning wood, and 
acquiring information. That heap of smoking 
embers — so we were told — was the big store where 
it first broke out; the house yonder, where the 
engines were squirting away, and the fire putting 
tongues of flame out of the windows at them, as if 

in derision, cost two thousand dollars ** Ah I 

there goes the roof ! " 

It fell in accordingly ; and, in the sudden blaze 
of its destruction, I saw a man come riding along, 
before whom the people made way, and then 
someone pulled me back and said : 

•* The Governor." 

He stopped near us, and beckoned someone to 
his side. 

"Is he coming?** 

" He's here, sir ; " and then into the vivid glare 
stepped a tall, graceful, and rather fantastical- 
looking young gentleman in a white jacket, and 



with a long fair moustache, who raised his hand 
with a quick salute, and then stood at the go- 
vernor's stirrup. 

" I know that fellow, I'm sure," said Dennis. 

" Royal Engineers officer," said my neighbour. 
"Mark my words, that means gunpowder," and 
the good man, who was stout and steaming with 
perspiration, seemed to feel like one who has 
askcKl for a remedy for toothache and been an- 
swered by the dentist — "Gunpowder is what it 
means ! And if our governor had sent for a cob- 
bler, he^d have said, 'Nothing like leather,' and 
mended the hose of the steam-pump. And that 
store of mine, sir, didn't cost a cent less than " 

But I was watching the engineer officer, and 
catching fragments of the rapid consultation. 

" Quite inevitable, sir, in my opinion." 

"Very good. You have full powers — ^instruct 
— colonel — ^magazine — do your best." 

The engineer officer had very long white hands, 
which I noticed as one went rapidly to his fore- 
head, whilst with the other he caressed the dark 
nose of the governor's horse, which had been rub- 
bing its head against his shoulder. And then the 
governor rode away and left him. 

The word " gunpowder " seemed to have 
brought soldiers to the spot in a sort of natural 
sequence. There was more quick saluting and 
short orders, and then all disappeared but one 
bronzed-looking sergeant, who followed the engi« 
neer stripling up and down as he jerked his head, 
and pulled his moustache, and seemed to have 
some design upon the gutters of the house-eaves, 
which took a good deal of explaining and saluting. 
Then we heard wheels and running footsteps, and 
I became sensible of great relief from the pressure 
of the crowd. The soldiers had come back again, 
running a hand-cart with foiir barrels of gunpowder, 
and the public made way for them even more re- 
spectfully than for the governor. As they set it 
do'wn and wiped their faces, the sergeant began to 
give orders rather more authoritatively than his 
superior, and he also pointed to the gutters. On 
which the soldiers vanished as before. 

*' Can't we help, I wonder ? " said I. 

" That's just what I'm thinking," said Dennis, 
and he strode up to the officer. But he was busy 
with his subordinate. 

"Well, sergeant?" 

" Not a fuse in the place, sir." 

" Pretty state of thinors I Get a hatchet." 

"They sent one, sir.' 

"All right. This is the house." 

" The roof ^as caught, you know, sir ? " 

"The less time to waste," was the reply, and 
the young man took up a barrel in his hands and 
walked in with it, kicking the door open with his 
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foot The sergeant must almost have trodden on 
his officer's heels, as he followed with the second, 
and before I could speak Dennis had shouldered 
the third. 

** Here's diversion!" said he, and away he 
went. 

There was the fourth barrel and there was I. 
I confess that I felt a twinge, bu( I followed the 
rest, and my barrel behaved as well as if it had 
been a cask of molasses, though the burning wood 
fell thickly over us all. As I groped my way in, 
the sei^eant and Dennis came out, and by the 
time that they and some soldiers returned, drag- 
ging pieces of house-gutters after them, the fan- 
tastic young officer was pouring the gunpowder 
into a heap in the middle of the floor, by the 
light of a comer of the ceiling which was now on 
fire, and I was holding up a shutter, under his 
orders, to protect it from premature sparks. When 
he set down the barrel he shook some dirt from 
his fingers, and then pushing back his white shirt- 
sleeves from his wrists, he filled his joined hands 
as full with gunpowder as they would hold, and 
separating them very slightly let a tiny stream run 
out on to the floor as he walked backwards ; and 
as fast as this train was laid, the thin line was 
covered from foiling embers by the gutters turned 
over it upside down. Through the room, down 
along a passage between two houses, and so into 
the street, where the crowd had more or less as- 
sembled again. Then the officer emptied his 
hands, dusted them together, and said, "Clear 
everybody out." 

The sergeant saluted — "May I fire it, sir?" 

" No, thank you, sergeant ; clear everybody 
out." The sergeant was evidently disappointed, 
and vented this on the civilian public. — " 7}4a/," 
said he, turning a blackened thumb over his 
shoulder, "is a 'eap of gunpowder. It's just a 
going to be hexploded." There was no need to 
"clear everybody out." They went. And we 
found ourselves alone with the soldiers, who were 
laughing, and sayinjg^ that the crowd had taken a 
big cast-iron tank for the heap of gunpowder. 
We stood a little aside in obedience to a wave of 
the young officer's arm. Then he crossed the 
street to pick up a long piece of burning wood, 
and came back, the moonlight and the firelight 
playing by turns upon him. 

I honestly confess that, fierce as the heat was, 
I turned 'cold. The experiences of the next few 
minutes were as follows : I saw the young engi- 
neer fire the train, and I heard a puff, and then I 
saw him fall, face downwards, behind the tank. 
I gave a cry, and started forward, and was brought 
up short by a back -bander on my chest from the 
sei^eant. Then came a scrambling, rushing sound. 



which widened into a deep roar, shaking the 
ground beneath our feet, and then the big building 
at which we were gaping seemed to breathe out a 
monstrous sigh, and then it fell in, and tumbled to 
pieces, quietly, swiftly, and utterly, like a house of 
cards. 

And the fantastic-looking young officer got up 
and shook himself, and worried the bits of charred 
wood out of his long yellow moustaches. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

"Die Welt kann dir nichts darbieten, was sie von dir 
nicht empfienge." 

Schiller.— i^^r Menschen/eind. 

AFTER Alister had done the Captain's busi- 
ness, he made his way to the post-office and 
got our letters, thinking, as he cannily observed, 
that in widespread misfortunes the big are impli- 
cated with the little, that fire spares public build- 
ings no more than private residences, and that if 
the post-office was overtaken by the flames, we 
might lose not only words of affection, but perhaps 
enclosures of value. In short, he had brought our 
letters, and dearly welcome they were. 

I had three ; one from my father, one from my 
mother (with a postscript by Jem), and a long one 
from Charlie. I read my father's first ; the others 
were sure to be tender and chatty, and I could 
enjoy them at leisure. 

My father's letter was, for him, a wonderful efibrt 
of composition, and it was far kinder than I had 
expected or deserved. He blamed me ; but he 
took some blame to himself for our misunderstand- 
ings, which he hoped would never recur. He 
said (very justly) that if he had spoken harshly, 
he had acted as he believed to be best for me. 
Uncle Henry's office was an opening many parents 
envied for their sons, and he had not really believed 
that my fancy for the sea vsras more than a boyish 
whim. He was the last man in the world to thwart 
a real vocation, and no doubt (as my Uncle Henry 
and he had agreed, and, thank God, they had had a 
very pleasant brotherly bit of a chat over old times, 
and a glass of my grandfather's 1815 port) every 
Briton had a natural tendency to rule the waves, and 
it was stronger in some lads than others, as ' ' Robin- 
son Crusoe" alone would prove, a book which 
my uncle remembered had nearly cost him his life 
on a badly-made raft on the mill-dam, when he was 
a lad, and which would be read by boys with the 
real stuff in them, when half these modem books 
the Woods littered the farm parlour vidth were 
lighting thf{ fire. My Uncle Henry had come for- 
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ward in a very gratifying way. He had mentioned 
that Benson, an exceedingly intelligent clerk of his, 
had spoken of me in the highest terms, and seemed 
to think that there was hanlly anything in the way 
of distinction in an adventurous career which might 
not be open to me. I was not to be made vain by 
this, as Benson appeared to be an affectionate 
fellow, with a respect for the family of his em- 
ployer very rare in these days. It had been a great 
comfort to my father, this visit from Uncle Henry. 
They were both greyheaded now, and Jem and I 
were all they had to come after them. Blood was 
thicker than water. As to my poor mother 

For a few minutes the letter danced up and 
down as if writ in water ; then I dried my eyes, 
and found that she bore up pretty well in hopes of 
my return, and that Uncle Henry was communi- 
cating by this mail with a man of business in 
Halimx, N.S., who was instructed to take a pas- 
sage home for me in a good vessel, and to defray 
any expenses of a reasonable nature in connection 
with my afi^rs. When I was safe home, my father 
added, he would take the best advice as to sending 
me to sea in a proper and suitable way. Dr. Brown 
had some relatives who were large ship-owners, 
and he seemed to be much interested in my career, 
out of regard to the family. I was to let nothing 
hinder me from coming home at once, as I valued 
the love and blessing of my affectionate father. 

My mother's letter was infinitely tender, and it 
was curiously strong. Not a reproach or a lamen« 
tation, but some good counsel, shrewd as well as 
noble, and plenty of home news. Only at the end 
did she even speak of herself: " You see, my son, 
I have never had men belonging to me who earned 
their livelihood in foreign countries and by dan- 
gerous ways, but you may trust your old mother to 
learn to do and bear what other mothers go through 
with. She will learn to love the sea because you 
are a sailor, but. Jack, you must always give her a 
woman's bitter-sweet privilege of saying good-bye, 
and of- packing up your things. I am getting the 
time over till you come back with sodcs. I am 
afraid they will blister your feet Martha does not 
like them because they are like what the boys wear 
in the coal-pits, but Dr. Brown declares they are 
just right. He chose the worsted when we went 
to see Miss Bennet's mother at the Berlin shop, and 
left it himself as he drove home, with a bottle of 
red lavender for my palpitations. I shall never 
forget his kindness. He sat here for an hour and 
a ludf on Sunday, and spoke of jom to your &ther 
as if you had been his own son ; and he said him- 
self he walked up and down Miss Bennet's, right 
through the shop and into the back parlour and 
out again, talking about you, till the place was 
quite full, and Mrs. Simpson could not remember 



what she had dropped in for, which, as Dr. Brown 
said, was not to be wondered at, considering Miss 
Bennet completely forgot to take him upstairs to 
see her mother, and it never crossed his own mind 
till he stopped at our door and found the old lady's 
sleeping draught with my red drops. He says he 
called at your Uncle Henry's office, and congratu- 
lated him on having a nephew of spirit, and it was 
market day, so the office was full. Jem says I am 
to leave room for him, as he can't think of enough 
to say to fill a letter of his own, so I will only say 
God bless you ! ray darling boy, and bring you 
safe home to your poor mother. 

•*P.S. — If you love me come as quick as jrou 
can. You shdl go off again." 

This was Charlie's letter : 

" My dear Jack — I was so glad to get your 
letter. I knew you had gone off at last. It did 
not surprise me, for I was sure you would go some 
day. I believe I have a very mean spirit, for I felt 
rather hurt at first that you did not tell me ; but 
Mr. Wood gave me a good scolding, and said I 
was not fit to have a friend if I could not trust him 
out of sight or out of hearing. And that's quite 
true. Besides, I think I knew more about it after 
Jem had been down. He has been so jolly to me 
since you left. It must be a splendid life on board 
ship, and I am glad you have been in the rigging, 
and didn't fall off. I wish you had seen an iceberg 
or a water-spout, but perhaps you will. For two 
days and two nights I was very miserable, and 
then Jenny rode down on Shag, and brought me a 
book that did me a great deal of good, and I'll tell 
you why. It's about a man whose friend is going 
to travel round the world, like you, and he has to 
be left behind, like me. Well, what does he do 
but make up his mind to travel round his own 
garden, and write a history of his adventures, just 
as if he had been abroad. And that's the book ; 
and you can't tell what a jolly one it is. I mean 
to do the same, only as you are at sea I shall call 
it a Log. * Log of a Voyage round the Garden, 
the Croft, and the Orchard, by the Friend he left 
behind him.' That's good, isn't it? I've been 
rather bothered about whether I should have sepa- 
rate books for each, or mix them all up ; and then, 
besides, I've got to consider how to manage about 
the different times of year, for you know, of course, 
the plants and the beasts and everything are diffe- 
rent at different times ; but if I have a log of each 
place for each month, it would not be done by the 
time you come home. I think periiaps I shall 
have note-books for the four seasons, and that'll 
take a good wlule. Two of the best chapters in 
Tenn/s Dook are called ' on my face ' and ' on my 
back,' and they are about what he sees lying on his 
&ce and then on his back. I'm going to do the 



IVE AN'D THE WORLD. 



lOX 



same, and put down everything, just as it comes ; 
beetles, chrysalises, flowers, funguses, mosses, earth- 
nuts, and land-snails, all just as I find them. If 
one began with different note-books for the crea- 
tures, and the plants, and the shells, it would be 
quite endless. I think I shall start at that place 
in the hedge in the croft where we found the 
humble-bee^ nest. I should like to find a mole- 
cricket, but I don't know if they live about here. 
Perhaps our soil isn't light enough for them to 
make their tunnels in, but one ought to find no 
end of curious burrowing creatures when one is on 
one's face, besides grubs of moths to hatch after- 
wards. When I am on my back, I fancy what I 
shall see most of are spiders. You can't conceive 
what a lot of spiders there are in the world, all 
sorts and sizes. They are divided into hunters, 
wanderers, weavers, and swimmers. I expect 
you'll see some queer ones, if you go to hot places. 
And oh, Jack ! talking of burrows, of course you're 
in Nova Scotia, and that's where Cape Sable is, 
where the st6rmy petrels make their houses in 
the sand. They are what sailors call Mother 
Carey's chickens, you know. I'm sure we've read 
about them in adventure books ; they always come 
with storms, and sailors think they build their nests 
on the wave. But they don't. Jack, so you musn't 
think so. They make burrows in the sand, and 
all day they are out on the wing, picking up what 
the storms toss to the top, and what the cooks 
throw overboard, and then they go home, miles 
and miles and miles at night, and feed their young. 
They don't take the trouble to make houses if they 
can find any old rabbit-burrows near enough to the 
sea, Mr. Wood says ; like the puffins. Do you 
know, one evening when old Isaac came to see me, 
I made him laugh about the puffins till the tears 
ran down his face. It was with showing him that 
old stuffed puffin, and telling him how the puffin 
gets into a rabbit-burrow, and when the rabbit 
comes back they set to and fight, and the puffin 
generally gets the best of it with having such a 
great hooked nose. Isaac was so funny. He said 
he'd seen the rabbits out on the spree many and 
many a moonlight night when sober folks were in 
bed; and then he smacked his knees and said, 
* But I'd give owt to see one on 'em just nip home 
and find a Pooffin upon t'hearthstun.* And, my 
dear Jack, who else has been to see me, do you 
think? Fancy! Lorraine! You remember our 
hearing the poor colonel was dead, and had left 
Lorraine all that he had ? Well, do you know it 
is a great deal more than we thought. I mean he's 
got a regular estate and a big house with old pic- 
tures inside, and old trees outside. Quite a swell. 
Poor Lorraine ! I don't mean poor because of the 
estate, because he's rich, of course ; but do you 



know, I think he's sadder than ever. He's very 
much cut up that the colonel died, of course, but 
he seems desperate about everything, and talks 
more about suicide than he did at Snufly's, Jem 
says. One thing he is quite changed about ; he's 
so clean I and quite a dandy. He looked awfidly 
handsome, and Jenny said he was beautifully 
dressed. She says his pocket-handkerchief and 
his tie matched, and that his clothes fitted him so 
splendidly, though they were rough. Well, he's 
got a straight back. Jack ; like you ! It's hard he 
can't be happy. But I'm so sorry for him. He 
went on dreadfully because you'd gone, and said 
that was just his luck, and then he wished to 
Heaven he were with you, and said you were a 
lucky dog, to be leading a devil-me-care life in the 
open air, with nothing to bother you. He didn't 
tell me what he'd got to bother him. Lots of 
things, he said. And he said life was a wretched 
affair, all round, and the only comfort was none of 
his family lived to be old. 

" Wednesday, I had to stop on Monday, my 
head and back were so bad, and all yesterday too. 
Dr. Brown came to see me, and talked a lot about 
you. I am better to-day. I think I had rather 
wound up my head with note-books. You know I 
do like having lists of everything, and my sisters 
have been very good. They got a lot of ruled 
paper very cheap, and have made me no end of 
books with brown paper backs, and Dr. BroMm 
has given me a packet of bottle labels. You've 
only got to lick them and stick them on, and write 
the titles. He gave me some before, you remem- 
ber, to cut into strips to fasten the specimens in my 
fern collection. I've got a dozen and a half books, 
but there will not be one too many. You see eight 
will go at once, with the four seasons * on my face,* 
and me four 'on my back.' Then I want two or 
three for the garden. For one thing I must have 
a list of our perennials. I am collecting a good 
lot. Old Isaac has brought me no end of new ones 
out of different gardens in the village, and now the 
villagers know I want them, they bring me plants 
from all kinds of out-of-the-way places, when they 
go to see their friends. I've taken to it a good 
deal the last few weeks, and I'll tell you why. It 
was the week before you ran away that Bob Fur- 
niss came up one evening, and for a long time I 
could not think what he was after. He brought 
me a Jack-in-the-green polyanthus and a crimson 
beigamot from his mother, and he set them and 
watered them, and said he ' reckoned flowers was 
a nice pastime for any one that was afflicted,' but I 
felt sure he'd got something more to say, and at 
last it came out. ' He is vexed that he used to play 
truant so at school and never learned anytMng. 
He can't read a newspaper, and he can't write or 
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reckon, and he said he was ' shamed ' to go to 
school and learn among little boys, and he knew I 
was a good scholar, and he'd come to ask if I would 
teach him now and then in the evening, and he 
would work in the garden for me in return. I told 
him I*d teach him without that, but he said he 
* liked things square and fair,' and Mr. Wood said 
I was to let him ; so he comes up after work-hours 
one night and I teach him, and then he comes up 
the next evening and works in the garden. It s 
very jolly because now I can plot things out my 
own way, and do them without hurting my back. 
I'm going to dear all the old rose-bushes out of 
the shady border. The trees are so big now, it's 
so shady that the roses never come to anything but 
blight, and I mean to make a fernery there instead. 
Bob sa3rs there's a little wood belonging to Lord 
Beckwith that the trustees have cut down com- 
pletely, and it's going to be ploughed up. They're 
stubbing up the stumps now, and we can have as 
many as we like for the carting away. Nothing 
makes such good ferneries, you get so many cran- 
nies and comers. Bob sa3rs it s not far from the 
canal and he thinks he could borrow a hand-cart 
from the man that keeps the post-office up there, 
and get a load or two down to the canal-bank, and 
then fetch them down to our place in the ' Adela.' 
Oh, how I wish you were here to help I Jem's 
going to. He's awfully kind to me now you're 
gone. Talking of the * Adela,' if you are very 
long away (and some voyages last two or three 
years), I think I shall finish the garden, and the 
croft and the orchard, or at any rate one journey 
round them ; and I think for another of your 
voyages, I will do the log of the * Adela * on the 
canal, for with water-plants, and shells, and larvse, 
and beasts that live in the banks, it would be 
splendid. Do you know one might give a whole 
book up easily to a list of nothing but willows and 
osiers, and the different kinds of birds and insects 
that live in them ? But the number of kinds there 
are of some things is quite wonderful. What do 
you think of more than a hundred species of iris, 
and I've only got five in the garden, but one of 
them is white. I don't suppose you'll have much 
time to collect things, but I keep hoping that 
some day, if I live, you'll command a ship of your 
own, and take me with you, as they do take scien- 
tific men some voyages. I hope I shall live. I 
don't think I get any worse. Cripples do some- 
times live a long time. I asked Dr. Brown if he 
believed any cripple had ever lived to be a hun- 
dred, and he said he didn't know of one, nor yet 
ninety, nor eighty, for I asked him. But he's sure 
cripples have lived to be seventy. If I do, I've got 
fif^-four years yet. That sounds pretty well, but 
it soon goes, if one has a lot to do. Mr. Wood 



doesn't think it likely you could command a vessd 
for twenty years at least. That only leaves thirty- 
four for scientific research, and all the arranging at 
home besides. I've given up one of my books to 
plotting this out in the rough, and I see that there's 
plenty of English work for twenty years, tven if I 
could count on all my time, which (that's the 
worst of having a bad back and head i) I can't. 
There's one thing I should like to find out, if ever 
you think of going to Japan, and that's how they 
dwarf big plants like white lilacs, and get them to 
flower in tiny pots. Isaac says he thinks it must 
be continual shifting that does it — shifting and 
forcing. But I fancy they must have some dodge 
of taking very smsdl cuttings from particular 
growths of the wood. I mean to try some expe- 
riments. I am marking your journeys on a map, 
and where anjrthing happens to you I put A, for 
adventure, in red ink. I have put A, where you 
picked up Dennis O'Moore. He must be very 
nice. Tell him I hope I shall see him some day, 
and your Scotch friend too ; I hope they won't 
make you quite forget your poor friend Charlie. 

" P.S. — Since 1 finished, a parcel came. What 
do you think Lorraine has done? He has paid 
for me to be a life member of a great London 
library, and sent me the catalogue. I can have 
out fifteen books at a time. There are hundreds 
of volumes. I can't write any more, my back 
aches so with putting crosses against the books I 
want to read. The catalogue is rather heavy. I 
think I shall use one of my books to make a list in 
of what I want to read during this year. Isn't it 
good of Lorraine ? Poor Lorraine ! " 

Having devoured my own letters, I looked up 
to see how my comrades were enjoying their share 
of the budget which the Halifax postmaster had 
feithfiilly forwarded. 

The expression on Dennis O'Moore's face was 
so mixed that it puzzled me, but he did not look 
satisfied with his letter, for he kept drawing it out 
again, and shaking it, and peeping into the en- 
velope as if he had lost something. At last he put 
the whole thing into his pocket with a resigned 
air, and drove his hands through his black curls, 
saying — 

**The Squire all over, God help him ! " 

** What has he done now ? " I asked. 

" Sent me twenty pounds, and forgotten to en- 
close it ! " 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

*' Thus the merry Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Danced hb Beg^gar's Dance to please them, 
And, returning, sat down laughing." 

Hiawatha. 

" God be thanked, the meanest of His creatures 
Boasts two soul-sides ; one to face the world with. 
One to show a woman when he loves her." 

Robert Browning. 

THE fact that when we got back to the 
" Water- Lily," Alister found the captain 
dead drunk in his cabin, sealed our resolution to 
have nothing more to do with her when we were 
paid off, and our engagement ended (as had been 
agreed upon) in the Geoi^etown harbour. There 
was no fear that we should fail to get berths as 
common seamen now, if we wanted them ; and 
there was not a thing to regret about the " Slut," 
except perhaps Alfonso, of whom we were really 
fond. As it turned out, we had not even to mourn 
for him, for he cut cable from the "Water-Lily" 
too, having plans of his own, about which he 
made a great deal of mystery and displayed his 
wonted importance, but whether they were matri- 
monial or professional, I doubt if even Dennis 
knew at the time. 

Alister had something to lose. It was not a 
small consideration to give up his mate's berth, 
but he said the whole conduct of the ship was 
<* against his conscience," and that settled the 
matter, to him. 

When we were our own masters once more, we 
held another big council about our future. If I 
went home at once, I must, somehow or other, get 
back to Halifax before I could profit by Uncle 
Henry's arrangement. If Dennis went home, he 
must equally depend on himself for there was no 
saying when the Squire would, or would not, find 
out and rectify his omission. Alister's mother had 
sent him some stamps for postage, and his paternal 
relative had sent him a message to the effect that 
having had neither word nor wittens of him for a 
considerable period, and having feared the worst, 
he was thankral to learn of his safe arrival in Hali- 
fax, Nova Scotia ; and trusted that the step he 
had taken, if a thought presumptuous at his years, 
yet betokened a spirit of self-reliance, and might 
prove not otherwise than conducive to his welfare 
in the outcome. 

Altogether, we were, practically, as much de- 
pendent on ourselves as when we sat under the 
pine-trees in Nova Scotia. 

" We'll look up my cousin, to begin with," said 
Dennis. 



** Are ye pairfectly convinced that he's here ?" 
asked Alister, warned by his own experience. 

" Certainly," said Dennis. 

"Have ye corresponded with him of late?" 
pursued Alister. 

"Not I, indeed. The O'Moores are by no 
means good letter-writers at the best of times, but 
he'd have let us know if he was dead, anyhow, 
and if he's alive, we'll be as welcome as the 
flowers." 

Before Alister could reply, he was interrupted 
by a message from our late captain. The " Water- 
Lily " was still in harbour, and the captain wanted 
the ex-mate to help him on some matters con- 
nected with the ship or her cargo. Alister would 
not refuse, and he was to be paid for the job, so 
we hastily arranged that he should go, and that 
Dennis and I should devote the evenmg to look- 
ing up the Irish cousin, and we appointed to meet 
on the " stelling " or wharf, alongside of which 
the "Water-Lily" lay, at eleven o'clock on the 
following morning. 

" I was a fool not to speak to that engineer 
fellow the other night," saia Dennis, as we strolled 
on the shady side of a wide street, down the 
middle of which ran a wide water- dyke fringed 
with oleanders. " He would be certain to know 
where my cousin's place is. " 

"Do you know him?" I asked, with some 
eagerness, for the young officer was no small hero 
in my eyes. 

" Oh, yes, quite well. He's a lieutenant in the 
Engineers. He has often stayed at my father's 
for shooting. But he has been abroad the last 
two or three years, and I suppose I've grown. 
He didn't know " 

" There he is !" said L 

He was coming out of a garden-gate on the 
other side of the street. But he crossed the road, 
saying, "Hi, my lads!" and putting his hand 
into his pocket as he came. 

" Here's diversion. Jack 1 " chuckled Dennis ; 
he's going to tip us for our assistance in the gun- 
powder plot. Look at him now ! Faith, he^ as 
short of change as myself. How that half-crown's 
eluding him in the comer of his pocket ! It'll be 
no less, I assure ye. He's a liberal soul. Now 
for it ! " 

And as the young lieutenant drew near, Dennis 
performed an elaborate salute. But his eyes were 
brimming with roguishness, and in another mo- 
ment he burst out laughing, and after one rapid 
glance, and a twist of his moustache that I thought 
must have torn it up by the roots, the young 
officer exploded in the same fashion. 

"Dennis I — What in the name of the mother 
of mischief (and I'm sure she was an O' Moore) 



104 



IVE AND THE WORLD. 



are you masquerading in that dress for, out here?" 
But before Dennis could reply, the lieutenant be- 
came quite grave, and tummg him round by the 
arm, said, " But this isn't masquerading, I see. 
Dennis, my dear fellow, what does it mean ? " 

" It means that I was a stowaway, and my 
friend here a castaway — I mean that I was a cast- 
away, and Tack was a stowaway. Willie, do you 
remember Barton ? " 

*' Old Barney ? Of course I do. How did he 
come to let you out of his sight ? " 

Dennis did not speak. I saw that he could not, 
so I took upon me to explain. 

" They were out in the hooker, off the Irish 
coast, and she went to pieces in a gale. Old 
Barney was lost, and we picked Dennis up." 

He nodded to me, and with his hand through 
Dennis O'Moore's arm, said kindly, " We'll go to 
my quarters, and talk it over. Where are you 
putting up ? " 

" We're onlv just paid off," said I. 

" Then you 11 rough it with me, of course, both 
of you." 

I thanked him, and Dennis said, " Willie, the 
one thing I've been wanting to ask you is, if you 
know where that cousin of my father's lives, who 
is in business out here. Do you know him ? " 

" Certainly. I'm going there to-night, for a 
dance, and you shall come with me. I can rig 
you out." 

They went ahead, arm-in-arm, and I followed 
at just sufficient distance behind to catch the back- 
ward looks of amazement which the young officer's 
passing friends were too polite to induce when 
exactly on a level with him. He capped first one 
and then another with an air of apparent uncon- 
sciousness, but the contrast between his smart ap- 
pearance and spotless white uniform, and the 
patched remains of Dennis's homespun suit (to say 
nothing of the big bundle in which he carried his 
*'duds "), justified a good deal of staring, of which 
I experienced a humble share myself. 

Very good and pleasant are the comforts of 
civilization, as we felt when we were fairly estab- 
lished in our new friend's quarters. Not that the 
first object of life is to be comfortable, or that I 
was moved by a hairsbreadth from my aims and 
ambitions, but I certainly enjoyed it ; and, as 
Dennis said, "Oh, the luxury of a fresh- water 
wash ! " — for salt-water really will not clean one, 
and the only way to get a fresh-water wash at sea 
is to save out of one's limited allowance. We had 
done this, to the extent of two-thirds of a pailful, 
as we approached Guiana, and had been glad 
enough all to soap in the same bucket (tossing for 
turns) and rinse off with clean sea-water, but real 
" tubs " were a treat indeed 1 



I had had mine, and, clothed in a white suit, 
nearly as much too big for me as the old miser's 
funeral gloves, was reposing in a very easy chair, 
when Dennis and his friend began to dress for the 
dance. The lieutenant was in his bedroom, which 
opened to the left out of the sitting-room where I 
sat, and Dennis was tubbing in another room 
similarly placed on the right Every door and 
window was open to catch what air was stirring, 
and they shouted to each other, over my head, so 
to speak, while the lieutenant's body-servant ran 
backwards and forwards from one to the other. 
He was, like so many soldiers, an Irishman, and 
having been with his master when he visited the 
O'Moores, he treated Dennis with the utmost re- 
spect, and me with civility for Dennis' sake. He 
was waiting on his master when the lieutenant 
shouted — 

" Dennis ! what's your length, you lanky fellow? " 

'* Six foot two by the last notch on the front 
door. I stood in my socks, and the Squire mea- 
sured it with his tape." 

** Well, there's half an inch between us if he's 
right ; but that tape's been measuring the O'Moores 
from the days of St. Patrick, and I've a notion it 
has shrunk with age. I think my clothes will do 
for you." 

"Thank you, thank you, Willie ! You're very 
good." 

In a few minutes O'Brien came out with his 
arms full of clothes, and pursued by his master's 
voice. 

" O'Brien's bringing you the things ; can he 
go in? Be quick and finish off that fresh-water 
business, old fellow, and get into them. I pro- 
mised not to be late." 

I tried to read a newspaper, but the cross-fire of 
talk forbade anything like attention. 

" Was ye wanting me, sorr?" 

*' No, no. Never mind me, O'Brien. Attend 
to Mr. O'Moore. Can he manage with those 
things ? " 

"He can, sorr. He looks illigant," replied 
O'Brien from the right-hand chamber. We all 
laughed, and Dennis began to sing : 

" Oh, once we were illigant people. 
Though we now live m cabins of mud ; 

And the land that ye see from the steeple, 
Belonged to us all from the flood. 

My father was then king of Connaught— " 

" And mislaid his crown, I'll be bound I '' 
shouted the lieutenant. "Look here, Dennis, 
you'll get no good partners if we're late, and if you 
don't get a dance with your cousin's daughter, 
you'll miss a treat, I can tell you. But dancing 
out here isn't trifled with as it is in temperate 
climates, and cards are made up early." 



fV£ AND THE WORLD, 



los 



By-and-by he shouted again, 

" O'Brien 1 " 

" Cominjg^y your honour." 

" I don^ want you. But is Mr. 0*Moore 
ready ? " 

** He is, sorr, barring the waistcoat. Take a 
fresh tity Master Dennis. The masterUl not be 
pleased to take ye out with one like that. Sure ifs 
haste thafs the ruin of the white ties all along. Did 
ye find the young gentleman a pair of shoes, sorr ? " 

"Won't those I threw in nt you?" asked our 
host. 

"I've got them. The least bit too lai^e. A 
thousand thanks." 

" Can you dance in them ? " 

"I'll try," replied Dennis, and judging by the 
sound, he did try then and there, singing as he 
twirled, 

" Bad luck to this marching, 

Pipe-claying and starching, 

How neat one must be to be killed by the French ! ** 

But O'Brien's audible delight and the progress 
of the song were checked by the lieutenant, who 
had dressed himself, and was now in the sitting- 
room. 

" O'Brien 1 " 

" Sorr J " 

" If Mr. O'Moore is not ready, I must go with- 
out hinL" 

" He's ready and waiting, sorr," replied O'Brien. 
^* Have ye got a pocket-handkerchief Master Dennis, 
dear? There's the flower for your coat. Ye' II be 
apt to give it away, maybe ; let me use a small pin. 
Did the master not find ye any gloves f Now av 
the squire saw ye, its a proud man he*d be! Will 
I give the young gentleman one of your hats, sorr ? " 

" Yes, of course. Be quick ! So there you are 
at last, you young puppy. Bless me ! how like 
the squire you are. ' 

The squire must have been amazingly handsome, 
I thought, as I gazed admiringly at my comrade. 
Our staring made him shy, and as he blushed and 
touched up the stephanotis in his buttonhole, the 
engineer dianged the subject by saying, " Talking 
of the squire, is it true, Dennis, what Jack tells me 
about the twenty pounds ? Did he really forget to 
put it in ? " 

" As true as gospel," said Dennis, and taking up 

the tails of his coat he waltzed round the room to 

the tune of 

" They say some disaster 

Befell the paymaster, 

On my conscience, I think that the money's not there ! " 

I stood out on the verandah to. see them off, 
Dennis singing, and chaffing and chattering to the 
last. He waved his hat to me as his friend 
gathered the reins, a groom sprang up behind, and 



they were whirled away. The only part of the 
business I envied them was the drive. 

It was a glorious night, despite the oppressive 
heat and the almost intolerable biting of mos- 
()uitoes and sandflies. In the wake of the depart- 
ing trap flew a solitary beetle, making a noise 
exactly like a scissor-grinder at work. Soft and 
silent moths— some as big as small birds — went 
past my face, I fear to the hanging lamp behind 
me. Passing footfalls echoed bluntly from the 
wooden pavement, and in the far-away distance 
the bullfrogs croaked monotonously. And down 
below, as I looked upon the trees, I could see fire- 
flies coming and going, like pulsations of light, 
amongst the leaves. 

O'Brien waited on me with the utmost care and 
civility; served me an excellent supper, with 
plenty of ice and cooling drinks, and taught me 
the use of the " swizzle stick " for mixing them. 
I am sure he did not omit a thing he could 
think of for my comfort. He had been gone for 
some time, and I had been writing letters, turning 
over the engineer's books, and finally dozing in 
his chair, when I was startled by sounds from his 
bedroom, as if O'Brien were engaged, first in high 
argument, and then in deadly struggle with some 
intruder. I rushed to his assistance, and found 
him alone, stamping vehemently on the floor. 

* * What's the matter ? " said I. 

" Matther is it ? Murther's the matther," and 
he gave another vicious stamp, and then took a 
stride that nearly cost him his balance, and gave 
another. " I b^ yor pardon, sorr ; but it's the 
cockroaches. The place swarms wid 'em. Av 
they'd keep peaceably below, now, but invading 
the masters bedroom— that's for ye, ye thief I 
and he stamped again. 

" The creatures here are a great plague, " said I, 
slapping a mosquito upon my forehead. 

" And that as true a word as your honour ever 
spoke. They're murderous no less 1 Many's the 
time I'm wishing myself back in old Ireland, where 
there's no venomous beasts at all, at all. Arrah I 
Would ye, ye skulking " 

I left him stamping, and streaming with perspira- 
tion, but labouring loyally on in a temperature 
where labour was little short of heroism. 

I went back to my chair, and began to think 
over my prospects. It is a disadvantage of idle- 
ness that one wearies oneself with thinking, though 
one cannot act I wondered how the prosperous 
sugar-planter was receiving Dennis, and whether 
he would do more for him than one's rich relations 
are apt to do. The stars began to pale in the 
dawn without my being any the wiser for my 
speculations, and then my friends came home. 
The young officer was full of hopes that I had 
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been comfortable, and Dennis of regrets that I had 
not gone with them. His hair was tossed, his 
cheeks were crimson, and he had lost the flower 
from his buttonhole. 

"How did you get on with your cousin?" I 
asked. The reply confounded me. 

" Oh, charmingly ! Dances like a fairy. I say, 
Willie, as a mere matter of natural history, d'ye 
believe any other human being ever had such feet?" 

A vague wonder crept into my brain whether 
the cousin could possibly have become half a 
nigger, from the climate, which really felt capable 
of anything, and have developed feet like our 
friend the pilot ; but I was diverted from this 
speculation by seeing that Dennis was clapping 
his pockets and hunting for something. 

" What have you lost now? " asked his friend. 

** My pocket-handkerchief. Ah, there it is 1 " 
and he drew it from within his waistcoat, and with 
it came his gloves, and a third one, and they fell 
on the floor. As he picked the odd one up the 
lieutenant laughed. 

" What size does she wear, Dennis — sixes ? " 

" Five and three-quarters — long Angers ; so she 
tells me." He sighed, and then wandered to the 
window, whistling "Robin Adair." 

" Now, Dennis, you promised me to go straight 
to bed. Turn in we must, for I have to be on an 
early parade." 

' ' ML right, Willie. Good-night, and a thousand 
thanks to you. It*s been a great evening — I never 
was so happy in my life. Come along. Jack." 

And off he went, tossing his head and singing to 
the air he had been whistling : 

" Who in the song so sweet ? 

Eileen aroon ! 
Who in the dance so fleet I 

Eileen aroon ! 
Dear were her charms to me, 
Dearer her laughter free, 
Dearest her constancy, 

Eileen aroon I 

"She'll be married to a sugar-planter before 
you've cut your wisdom teeth I ' bawled the 
engineer from his bed-room. 

*'^Willshe?'' retorted Dennis, and half-laughing, 
half-sentimentally, he sang on louder than before, 

" Were she no longer true, 

Eileen aroon ! 
What should her lover do ? 

Eileen aroon ! 
Fly with his broken chain^ 
Far o'er the bounding main, 
Never to love again, 

Eileen aroon 1 " 

Willie made no reply. He evidently meant to 
secure what sleep there was to be had, and as 
Dennis did not seem in the mood for discussing 
our prospects as seamen, I turned into my ham- 



mock and pulled it well round my ears to keep 
out bats, night-moths, and the like. 

It was thus that I failed at flrst to hear when 
Dennis began to talk to somebody out of the 
window. But when I lifted my head I could hear 
what he said, and from the context I gathered 
that the other speaker was no less than Alister, 
who, having taken his sleep early in the night, was 
now refreshing himself by a stroll at dawn. That 
they were squabbling with unusual vehemence was 
too patent, and I was at once inclined to lay the 
blame on Dennis, who ought, I felt, to have been 
brimming over with generous S3m[ipathy, consider- 
ing how comfortable we had been, and poor 
Auster had not. But I soon discovered that the 
matter was no personal one, being neither more 
nor less than an indignant discussion as to whether 
the air which Dennis was singing was *' Scotch " 
or "Irish." As I only caught the Irish side of 
the argument, I am not qualified to pronounce any 
opinion. 

" Of course facts are facts, no one denies that. 
And its likely enough your grandmother sang 
* Robin Adair to it, and your great-grandmother 
too, rest her soul I But it would take an uncom- 
monly gr<at'grandmother of mine to have sung it 
when it was new, for it's one of the oldest of old 

Irish airs." 

* * * * 

" Stole it of course ! as they did plenty more in 
those times — cattle and what not. I'd forgive 
them the theft, if they hadn't spoilt the tune with 
a nasty jerk or two that murders the tender grace 

of it intirely." 

• * « * 

** Alister, me boy I You're not going ? Ye're 
not cross, are ye ? Faith, I'd give my life for ye, 
but I can't give ye Eileen aroon. Come in and 
have some swizzle ! We're in the height of luxury 
here, and hospitality as well, and ye'U be as wel- 
come as daylight." 

« * «- « 

" Up so late ? Up so early, ye mean I Ah, 
don't put on that air of incorruptible morality. 
Wait now till I get in on the one side of my 
hammock and out at the other, and I'll look as 
early-rising-proud as yourself. Alister ! Alister, 
dear ! " 

Through all this the engineer made no sign, 
and it struck me how wise he was, so I pulled the 
hammock round me again and fell asleep ; not for 
long, I fancy, for those intolerable sandflies woke 
me once more before Dennis had turned in. 

I looked out and saw him still at the window, 
his eyes on a waning planet, his cheek resting on 
the little glove laid in his right hand, and singing 
more sweetly than any nightingale : 
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" Youth must with time decay, 

Eileen aroon ! 
Beauty roust fade away, 

Eileen aroon I 
Castles are sacked in war. 
Chieftains are scattered far. 
Truth is a fixM star, 

Eileen aroon ! " 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

" Which is why I remark. 

And my language is plain, 
That for wa}^ that are darkj 

And for tncks that are vain. 
The heathen Chinee is peculiar.** 

Bret Harte. 

A LISTER did more than pick pink-pale 
oleanders by the dyke side that morning. 
His business with the captain was soon des- 
patched, and in the course of it he ** fore-gathered," 
as he called it, with the man of business who had 
spoken to us on the night of the great fire, and 
whose own warehouse was in ruins. He proved 
to be a Scotchman by birth, and a man of energy 
(not a common quality in the tropics), and he was 
already busy about retrieving his fortune. The 
hasty repair of part of the building, in which to 
seciure some salvage, and other similar matters, 
was his first object; and he complaiued bitterly 
of the difficulty of inducing any of the coloured 
gentlemen to do a " fair da^s work for a fair day's 
wage,*' except when immediate need pressed them. 
They would then work, he said, but they would 
not go on working till the job was done, only till 
they had earned enough wages to take another 
idle " spell " upon. 

Several Chinamen were already busy among the 
ruins of the burnt houses, as we saw, and it was 
Chinese labour that Alister*s friend had resolved 
to employ ; but he seemed to think that, though 
industrious, those smiling, smooth-faced indi- 
viduals, who looked as if they had come to life off 
one of my mother's old tea-cups, were not to be 
trusted alone among the salvage. 

*• Every thief among 'em 's as good as a con- 
juror," he declared, "and can conceal just any- 
thing up his sleeve. 

Thus it came about that when Dennis and I 
went down to the stelling to meet Alister, as we 
had ag^ieed, and delivered the messages of hos- 
TOtahty with which the young engineer and 
Dennis's cousin had charged us, we found that he 
had made an engagement to help the burnt-out 
store-owner for such time as we should be out of 
seamen's work, on terms which were to include 
his board and lodging. 



" Alister, dear ! I admire ye with all me heart," 
said Dennis impetuously. *' I never saw such an 
industrious, persevering fellow. If all Scotch lads 
take the tide of life at the flood as you do, small 
blame to ye for making your fortunes ; and well 
ye deserve it." 

" There's not a doubt about it," replied Alister 
complacently. " And I'll tell ye more. Find me 
any grand work, if it's at the other end of the 
airth, whether it's digging a dyke in the desert, or 
bigging a mountain up to the moon, and I'll find 
ye an Aberdeenshire man not far from the head of it. " 

Dennis's face seemed to twitch with a dozen 
quick thoughts and smiles, as Alister turned away 
to meet his new employer, who had just appeared 
on the stelling. 

"They have wonderful qualities," he said 
gently. "I envy them, I can tell ye, Jack. 
What's an idle lout like me good for? Will I 
ever be able to make a home for myself, or for 
any one else ? T^ey do I " He spoke earnestly, 
and then suddenly relapsing into an imitation of 
Alister's accent, which was his latest joke, he 
added with twinkling eyes, " and they save a wee 
in wages to their cdn trumpeters — whUes /" 

And having drawled out the word " whiles " to 
the uttermost possible length, he suddenly began 
to snap his fingers and dance an Irish jig upon the 
wooden planks of the stelling. This performance 
completely demoralised the Chinamen who caught 
sight of it. **Eyah !'* they cried, they stopped 
work, they chuckled, they yelled, they doubled 
themselves up, some of their pig-tails came down, 
and one and all they laughed so frankly and im- 
moderately, it was hard to believe that anything 
like deception could be amongst the faults of these 
almond-eyed children of the Flowery Land. 

Mr. Macdonald (the store-owner) seemed, how- 
ever, to think that they required pretty close 
watching, and I do not think he would have 
been willing to let Alister go back with us to 
luncheon at Willie's, but for his appreciation of 
social rank. It was obvious that it did Alister no 
harm that he had a friend in an officer of her 
Majesty's Service, and a comrade in the nephew 
of a sugar-planter of the uppermost level of Deme- 
rara society. 

We three held a fresh council as we sat with the 
young engineer. He and Alister got on admirably, 
and he threw himself into our affeirs with won- 
derful kindness. One point he disposed of at 
once, and that was my fate ! There could be no 
question, he said, that my duty was to get back to 
Halifax, *• report myself^' to Uncle Henry's agent 
there, and then go home. 

" You're ruthlessly dismembering the Shamrock, 
Willie, " Dennis objected. 



io8 



WE AND THE WORLD. 



** I don't see that. You're not to stay here, for 
instance. " 

" You're mighty positive,*' said Dennis, blush- 
ing. 

**0f course I am. I wouldn't encourage you 
to waste sentiment anyhow ; and the West Indies 
is no latitude for boys, to go on with. And you 
know as well as I do, that it's rather more than 
time the Squire started you in life. You must go 
home, Dennis I '* 

'*If I do, I go with Jack. And what about 
Alister ? " 

The young officer tugged his moustaches right 
and left. Then he said, ''If I were exactly in 
your place, Auchterlay " 

** Well, sir ?" said Alister, for he had hesitated. 

— " I should — enlist in the Royal Engineers." 

"Nothing like gunpowder," whispered Dennis 
to me. I kicked him in return. 

The pros and cons of the matter were not 
lengthy. If Alister enlisted in any regiment, the 
two advantages of good behaviour and good edu- 
cation would tell towards his advancement more 
rapidly and more i;ertainly than perhaps in any 
other line of life. If he enlisted into a scientific 
corps, the chance of being almost immediately 
■employed as a clerk was good, very much of the 
work would be interesting to an educated and 
practical man; the ''marching, pipe-claying and 
starching," of which Dennis sang, was a secondary 
part of "R.E." duties at any time, and there 
were special opportunities of employment in 
foreign countrios for superior men. Alister was 
not at all likely to remain long a private, and it 
was quite "on the cards" that he might get a 
commission while he was still young. So much 
for "peace time." But if — ^in the event of — and 
supposing (here the young engineer made a rapid 
diversion into the politics of the day) there was a 
chance of " active service " — ^the Royal Engineers 
not only offered far more than drill and barrack 
duties in time of peace, but no branch of the army 
gave nobler opportunities for distinguished service 
in time of war. At this point he spoke with such 
obvious relish, that I saw Dennis was ready to 
take the Queen's Shilling on the spot. Alister's 
eyes gave a flash or two, but on the whole he 
"kept a calm sough," and put the other side of 
the question. 

He said a good deal, but the matter really lay 
in small compass. The profession of arms is not 
highly paid. It was true that the pay was poor 
enough as a seaman, and the life far harder, but 
then he was only bound for each voyage. At 
other times he was his own master, and having 
".gained an insight into" trading from his late 
captain, he saw indefinite possibilities before him. 



Alister seemed to have great faith in openings, 
opportunities, chances, etc., and he said frankly 
tnat he looked upon his acquired seamanship 
simply as a means of paying his passage to any 
part of the habitable globe where fortunes could 
be made. 

" Then why not stick together ? " cried Dennis. 
" Make your way up to Halifax with us, Alister, 
dear. Maybe you'll find your cousin at home 
this time, and if not, at the worst, there's the 
captain of our old ship promised ye employment. 
Wno knows butwe*ll all go home in her together? 
Ah, let's keep the Shamrock whole if we can ?" 

"But you see, Dennis/' said the lieutenant, 
" Alister would regard a voyage to England as a 
step backward, as far as his objects are concerned. " 

Dennis alwa3rs maintained that you could never 
contrive to agree with Alister so closely that he 
would not find room to differ from you. 

So he nudged me again (and I kicked him once 
more) when Alister began to explain that he 
wouldn't just say tAcU, for that during the two or 
three days when he was idle at Liverpool he had 
been into a free library to look at the papers, and 
had had a few words of converse with a decent 
kind of an old body, who was a care-taker in a 
museum where they bought birds and beasts and 
the like from seafaring men that got them in 
foreign parts. So that it had occurred to him 
that if he could pick' up a few natural curiosities 
in the tropics, he might do worse, supposing his 
cousin be still absent from Halifax, than keep 
himself from idleness, by taking service in our old 
ship, with the chance of doing a little trading at 
the Liverpool Museum. 

" I wish I hadn't broken that gorgeous lump of 
coral Alfonso gave me," said Dennis. "But it's 
as brittle as egg-shell, though I rather fancy the 
half of it would astonish most museums. You're 
a wonderful boy, Alister 1 Ah, we'll all live to 
see the day when you're a millionaire, laying the 
foundation-stone of some of these big things the 
Aberdeen men build, and speechifying away to the 
rising generation of how ye began life with nothing 
but a stuffed Demerary parrot in your pocket. 
Willie, can't ye lend me some kind of a gun, that 
I may get him a few of these highly painted fowl 
of the air ? If I had but old Barney at my elbow 
now — God rest his soul !— we'd give a good 
account of ourselves among the cockatoos. Many's 
the lot of seabirds we've brought home in the 
hooker to stuff the family pillows. But I'm no 
hand at preparing a bird for stuffing, " 

"I'll cure them," said I; "the schoolmaster 
taught me." 

" Then we're complete entirely, and Alister*ll 
die Provost of Aberdeen. Haven't I got the 
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whole plan in my head ? (And it's the first of the 
O'Moore's that ever developed a genius for busi- 
ness !) Swap crimson macaws with green breasts 
in Liverpool for cheap fizzing drinks, trade them 
in the thirsty tropics for palm-oil ; steer for the 
north pole, and retail that to the oleaginous Esqui- 
maux for furs ; sell them in Paris in the autumn 
for what's left of the summer fashions, and bring 
these back to the ladies of Demerary ; buy " 

" Dennis !' stop that chattering," cried our 
host ; '* there's some one at the door." 

We listened. There was a disturbance below 
stairs, and the young officer opened the door and 
shouted for his servant, on which O'Brien came 
up three at a time. 

" What is it, O'Brien ? " 

"A Chinese, your honour. I asked him his 
business, and not a word but gibberish will he let 
out of him. But he's brought no papers nor 
parcels at all, and sorra peep will I let him have 
of your honour's room. The haythen thief I " 

But even as O'Brien spoke, a Chinaman, in a 
China-blue dress, passed between him and the 
door-post, and stood in the room. 

**Who are you? "asked the engineer peremp- 
torily. 

"Ah-Fo," was the reply, and the Chinaman 
bowed low. 

"You can understand English, if you can't 
speak it, eh ? " 

The Chinaman smiled. His eyes rolled round 
the room till he caught sight of Alister, then sud- 
denly producing three letters, fanwise, as if he 
were holding a hand at whist, he jerked up the 
centre one, like a "forced," card in a trick, and 
said softly, "For you" — and still looking round 
with the others in his hand, he added, " For two ; 
allee same as you," and as Alister distributed them 
to Dennis and me, his wooden face took a few 
wrinkles of contempt, and he added, "One 
nigger bringee. Mister Macdonald, he send me." 

After this explanation he stood quite still. Even 
his face was unmoved, but his eyes went round 
and to every comer of the room. I was so ab- 
sorbed in watching him that Dennis was reading 
his letter aloud before I had opened mine. But 
they were all alike, with the exception of our 
names. They were on pink paper, and highly 
scented. This was Denms O'Moore's ; 

*' ffyminml.'^Mx, Alfonso St. Vincent and 
Miss Georgiana Juba's compliments are respect- 
fully offered, and will be happy of Mr. Dennis 
O'Moore's company on the occasion of the cele- 
bration of their nuptials. Luncheon at twelve on 
the auspicious day, Saturday " 

" Oh, botheration \ It's six weeks hence/' said 
Dennis. " Will we be here, I wonder ? " 



" We'll go if we are." " Poor old Alfonso ! " 
"Well done, Alfonso 1" Such were our senti- 
ments, and we expressed them in three polite 
notes, which the Chinaman instantaneously ab- 
sorbed into some part of his person, and having - 
put the hand with which he took them to his 
head and bowed lowly as before, he went away. 
And O'Brien, giving one vicious dust with his 
coat-sleeve of the doorpost, which Ah-Fo had 
contaminated by a passing touch, followed the 
" heathen thief" to see him safe off the premises. 

" That's a strange race, now " began Alister, 

but I ran to the window, for Dennis was on the 
balcony watching for the Chinaman, and remem- 
bering the scene on the stelling, I anticipated fun. 

" Hi, there 1 Fe-fo-fum, or whatever it is that 
they call ye 1 " 

Ah-Fo looked up with a smile of delighted 
recognition, which, as Dennis gave a few pre- 
liminary stamps, and began to whistle and shufHe, 
expanded into such hearty laughter, that he was 
obliged to sit down to it bv the roadside. 

"Look here, Dennis, said our host; "we 
shall have a crowd collecting if you go on with 
this tomfoolery. Send him off." 

"All right, old fellow. Beg your pardon. 
Good-bye Te-to-tum." 

It was not a respectful farewell, but there is a 
freemasonry of friendliness apart from words. 
Dennis had a kindly heart toward his fellow- 
creatures everywhere, and I never knew his fellow- 
creatures fail to find it out. 

" Good-bye," said Ah-Fo, lingeringly. 

" Good-bye again. I say, old mandarin," added 
the incorrigible Dennis, leaning confidentially 
over the balcony, "got on pretty well below 
there? Or did O'Brien keep the tail of his eye 
too tight on ye ? Did ye manage to coax a great- 
coat or a hall-table, or any other trifle of the kind 
up those sleeves of yours ? " 

This time Ah-Fo looked genuinely bewildered, 
but he gazed at Dennis as if he would have given 
an3rthing to understand him. 

" Uppee sleevee — you know?" said Dennis, 
illustratmg his meaning bv signs. (" Chinese is a 
mighty easv language, Willie, I find, when you're 
usS to it.' ) 

A grin of intelligence spread from ear to ear on 
Ah-Fo's countenance. 

**Eyah !" said he, and with one jerk he pro- 
duced our three letters, fan-fashion, in his nght 
hand, and then they vanished as quickly, and he 
clapped his empty palms and cried, " Ha, ha ! 
Ha, ha ! " 

" It's clever, there's no denying," said Alister, 
•* but its an uncanny kind of cleverness." 

Something uncannier was to come. Ah-Fo had 
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stood irresolute for a minute or two, then he ap- 
peared to make up his mind, and coming close 
under the balcony he smiled at Dennis and said, 
" You lookee here." Then feeling rapidly in the 
inner part of his dress he brought out a common 
needle, which he held up to us, then pricked his 
finger to show that it was sharp, and held it up 
again, ciying " You see ? " 

" I see," said Dennis. "Needle. Alice same 
as pin, barring that a pin*s got a head with no eye 
in it, and a needle's got an eye with no head to it" 

" You no talkee, you lookee," pleaded Ah-Fo. 

*« One for you, Dennis," laughed the engineer. 
We looked, and Ah-Fo put the needle into his 
mouth and swallowed it. He gave himself a pat 
or two and made some grimaces to show that it 
felt rather prickly going down, and then he pro- 
duced a second needle, and tested and then swal- 
lowed that. In this way he seemed to swallow 
twelve needles, nor, with the closest watching, 
could we detect that they went anywhere but into 
his mouth. 

" Will he make it a baker's dozen, I wonder?" 
gasped Dennis. 

But this time Ah-Fo produced a small ball of 
thread, and it followed the needles, after which 
he doubled himself up in uneasy contortions, 
which set us into fits of laughter. Then he put 
his fingers into his mouth — we watched closely — 
and slowly, yard after yard, he drew forth the 
unwound thread, and all the twelve needles were 
upon it. And whilst we were clapping and cheer- 
ing him, both needles and thread disappeared as 
before. 

Ah-Fo was evidently pleased by our approval, 
and by the shower of coins with which our host 
rewarded his performance, but when he had dis- 
posed of them in his own mysterious fashion, some 
source of discontent seemed yet to remain. He 
looked sadly at Dennis and said, " Ah-Fo like to 
do so, allee same as you." And then began 
gravely to shufHe his feet about, in vain efforts, as 
became evident, to dance an Irish jig. We tried 
to stifle our laughter, but he was mournfully con- 
scious of his own failure, and, when Dennis 
whistled the tune, seemed to abandon the task in 
despair, and console himself by an effort to recall 
the original performance. After standing for a 
few seconds wi^ his eyes shut and his head thrown 
back, so that his pigtail nearly touched the ground, 
the scene appeared to return to his memory. 
*' £yah ! " he chuckled, and turned to go, laugh- 
ing as he went. 

" Don't forget the letters. Uppee sleevee, old 
Teatray 1 " roared Dennis. 

Ah-Fo flirted them out once more. " Ha ! 
Ha ! Ha ! " laughed he, and went finally away. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



" Das Haar trennt." 

German Prcverb, 



WE three were not able to be present at 
Alfonso's wedding, for the veiy good 
reason that we were no longer in British Guiana. 
But the day we sailed for Halifax, Alfonso and 
his Georgiana came down to see us on the stelling. 
" Georgiana " was as black as a coal, but Alfonso 
had not boasted without reason of the cut of her 
clothes. She had an upright pretty figure, and 
her dress fitted it to perfection. It was a white 
dress, and she had a very gorgeous parasol, deeply 
fringed, and she wore a kerchief ot many colours 
round her shoulders, and an equally bright dlk 
one cleverly twisted into a little cap on her woolly 
head. Her costume was, in short, very gay in- 
deed. 

" Out of all the bounds of nature and feminine 
modesty," said Alister. 

" Of your grandmother's nature and modesty, 
maybe," retorted Dennis. "But she's no gayer 
than the birds of the neighbourhood, anyway, 
and she's as neat, which is more than ye can say 
for many a young lady that's not so black in the 
face." 

In short, Dennis approved of Alfonso's bride, 
and I think the lady was conscious of it. She 
had a soft voice, and very gentle manners, and to 
Dennis she chatted away so briskly that I won- 
dered what she could have found to talk about, 
till I discovered from what Dennis said to Alister 
afterwards, that the subject of her conversation 
was Alfonso's professional prospects. 

** Look here, Alister dear," said Dennis ; '* don't 
be bothering yourself whether she employs your 
aunt's dressmaker or no, but when you're about 
halfway up that ladder of success, that I'll never 
be climbing (or I'd do it myself)* say a good word 
for Alfonso to some of these Scotch captains with 
big ships, that want a steward and stewardess. 
That's what she's got her eye on for Alfonso, and 
Alfonso has been a good friend to us. " 

"I'll mind," said Alister. And he did. For 
(to use his own expression) our Scotch comrade 
was " aye better than his word." 

Dennis O'Moore's cousin behaved very kindly 
to us. He was not only willing to find Dennis 
the money which the Squire had failed to send, 
but he would have advanced my passage-money 
to Halifax. I declined the offer for two reasons. 
In the first place. Uncle Henry had only spoken 
of paying my passage from Halifax to England, 
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and I did not feel that I was entitled to spend any 
money that I could avoid spending ; and, secondly, 
as Alister had to go north before the mast, I chose to 
stick by my comrade, and rough it with him. This 
decided Dennis. If Alister and I were going as sea- 
men, he would not " sneak home as a passenger." 
The elderly cousin did not quite approve of this, 
but the engineer officer warmly supported Dennis, 
and he was also upheld in a quarter where praise 
was still dearer to him, as I knew, for he took me 
into his confidence, when his feelings became more 
than he could comfortably keep to himself. 

" Perhaps she won't like your being a common 
sailor, Dennis," I had said, " and you know Alis- 
ter and I shall quite understand about it. We 
know well enough what a true mate you've been 
to us, and Alister was talking to me about it last 
night. He said he didn't like to say anything to 
you, as he wouldn't take the liberty of alluding to 
the young lady, but he's quite sure she won't like 
it, and I think so too." 

I said more than I might otherwise have done, 
because I was very much impressed by Alister's 
unusual vehemence on the subject. He seldom 
indeed said a word that was less than a boast of 
Scotland in general, and Aberdeenshire in parti- 
cular, but on this occasion it had burst forth that 
though he had been little '4n society "in his 
native country, he had "seen enough to know that 
a man would easier live down a breach of a' the 
ten commandments than of any three of its cus- 
toms." And when I remembered for my own part, 
how fatal in my own neighbourhood were any pro- 
ceedings of an unusual nature, and how all Ms in- 
nocence, and his ten years of martyrdom, had not 
sufficed with many of Mr. Wood's neighbours to 
condone the ** fact" that he had been a convict, I 
agreed with Alister that Dennis ought nojt to risk 
the possible ill effects of what, as he said, had a 
neer-do-weel, out-at-elbows, or, at last and least, 
an uncommon look about it ;" and that having re- 
sxmied his proper social position, our Irish comrade 
would be wise to keep it in the eyes he cared most 
to please. 

** Alister has a fine heart," said Dennis, "but 
you may tell him I told her," and he paused. 
" What did she say?" I asked anxiously. 
"She said," answered Dennis slowly, "that 
she'd small belief that a girl could tell if a man 
•were true or no by what he seemed as a lover, but 
there was something to be done in the way of 
judging of his heart by seeing if he was kind with 
his kith and faithful to his friends." 

It took me two or three revolutions of my brain 
to perceive how this answer bore upon the ques- 
tion, and I repeated it to Alister, his comment was 
almost as enigmatical. 



" A man," he said sententiously, " that has been 
blessed with a guid mother, and that gives the love 
of his heart to a guid woman, may aye gang through 
the ills o' this life, like the children of Israel through 
tiie Red Sea, with a wall on's right hand and a wall 
on's left." 

But it was plain to be seen that the young lady 
approved of Dennis O'Moore's resolve, when she 
made us three scarlet night-caps for deck-wear, with 
a tiny shamrock embroidered on the front of each. 

Indeed, as to clothes and comforts of all sorts, 
we b^an our homeward voyage in a greatly reno- 
vated condition, thanks to our friends. The many 
kindnesses of the engineer officer were only matched 
by his brusque annoyance if we " made a fuss about 
nothing," and between these, and what the sugar- 
planter thought due to his relative, and what the 
sugar-planter's daughter did for the sake of Dennis, 
the only difficulty was to get our kits stowed within 
reasonable seamen's limits. The sugar-planter's 
influence was of course invaluable to us in the 
choice of a ship, and we were very fortunate. The 
evening we went on board I accompanied Dennis 
to his cousin's house to bid good-bye, and when we 
left. Miss Eileen came with us through the garden 
to let us out by a short cut and a wicket-gate. She 
looked prettier even than usual, in some sort of pale 
greenish-grey muslin, with knots of pink ribbon 
about it, and I felt very much for Dennis's deplor- 
able condition, and did my best in the way of 
friendship by going well ahead among the oleanders 
and evergreens, with a bundle which contained the 
final gifts of our friends. Indeed I waited at the 
wicket-gate not only till I was thoroughly tired of 
waiting, but till I knew we dare wait no longer, 
and then I went back to look for Dennis. 

About twenty yards back I saw him, as I thought, 
mixed up in some way with an oleander-bush in 
pink blossom, but, coming nearer, I found that it 
was Eileen's grey -green dress with the pink bows, 
which, like a slackened sail, was flapping against 
him in the evening breeze, as he knelt in front of 
her. 

" Dennis," said I, not too loud ; not loud enough 
in fact, for they did not hear me ; and all that 
Dennis said was, " Take plenty, Darlin' I" 

He was kneeling up, and holding back some of 
the muslin and ribbons with one hand, whilst with 
the other he held out a forelock of his black curls, 
and she cut it off with the scissors oiit of the sailor's 
housewife which she had made for him. I turned 
my back and called louder. 

** I know, Jack. I'm commg this instant," said 
Dennis. 

The night was noisy with the croaking of frogs, 
the whirring and whizzing of insects, the cheeping 
of bats, and the distant cries of birds, but Dennis 
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and Eileen were silent. Then she called out, 
** Good-bye, Jack, GoD bless you." 

" Good-bye, Miss Eileen, and God bless you," 
said I, feeling nearly as miserable as if I were in 
love myself. And then we ran all the rest of the 
way to the stelling. 

Alister was already on board, and the young 
officer was there to bid us God speed, and Dennis 
was cheerful almost to noisiness. 

But when the shores of British Guiana had 
become a muddy-looking horizon line, I found 
him, with his cropped forehead pressed to the open 
housewife, shedding bitter tears among the new 
needles and buttons. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

''Zur defen Ruh, wie er sich auch gefunden. 

» » » » » 

Sein Geist ist's, der mich ruft." 

WalUnstein's Tod. 

NOT the least troublesome part of our enlarged 
kit was the collection of g^y-plumaged birds. 
Their preservation was by no means complete, and 
I continued it at sea. But between climate and 
creatures, the destructiveness of the tropics is dis- 
tracting to the collector, and one or two of my 
finest specimens fell into heaps of mangled feathers, 
dust, and hideous larvae under my eyes. It was 
Dennis 0'Moore*s collection. He and his engineer 
friend were both good shots, and they had made an 
expedition on purpose to get these birds for Alister. 
There were some most splendid specimens, and the 
grandest of all, to my thinking, was a Roseate Spoon- 
bill, a wading, fish-catching bird of all shades of 
rose, from pale pink to crimson. Even his long 
horny 1^ were red. But he was not a pleasant 
subject for my part of the work. He smelt like 
the " Water-Lily " at her worst, before we got rid 
of the fish cargo. 

Knowing that he had got them for Alister, I was 
rather surprised one day when Dennis began pick- 
ing out some of the rarest birds and put them aside. 
It was so unlike him to keep things for himself. 
But as he turned over the specimens, he began to 
ask me about Cripple Charlie, whose letter he had 
read. Meanwhile he kept selecting specimens, and 
then returning them to tne main body again, ''Ah, 
we mttst'nt be robbing Alister, or he'll never die 
Provost of Aberdeen. In the end he had gathered 
a very choice and gorgeous little lot, ana then I 
discovered their destination. " We'll get them set 
up when we get home," he said ; *' I hope Charlie'll 



like 'em. They'll put the old puffin's nose out of 
joint anyway, for as big as it is ! " 

Our ship was a steamship, a well-found vessel, 
and we made a good passage. The first mate was 
an educated man, and fond of science. He kept a 
meteorological log, and the pleasantest work we 
ever did was in helping him to take observations. 
We became very much bitten with the subject, and 
I bought three pickle-bottles from the cook, and 
filled them with gulf- weed and other curiosities for 
Charlie, and stowed these away with the birds. 

Dennis found another letter firom his father 
awaitins; him at the Halifax post-office. The 
Squire had discovered his blunder, and sent the 
money, and the way in which Dennis immediately 
began to plan purchases of all sorts, from a birch- 
bark canoe to a bearskin rug, gave me a clue to 
the fortunes of the O'Moores. I do not think he 
would have had enough left to pay his passage if 
we had been delayed for long. JBut our old ship 
was expected any hour, and when she came in we 
made our way to her at once, and the upshot of it 
all was, that Dennis and I shipped in her for the 
return voyage as passengers, and Alister as a sea- 
man. 

Nothing can make the North Atlantic a pleasant 
sea. Of the beauty and variety of warmer waters 
we had nothing, but we had the excitement of some 
rough weather, and a good deal of sociability and 
singing when it was fair, and we were very glad to 
be with our old mates again, and yet more glad 
that every knot on our course was a step nearer 
home. Dennis and I were not idle because we 
were independent, and we enjoyed ourselves tho- 
roughly. As to Alister, there was no difficulty in 
seeing .how well he stood with the red-bearded 
captain, and how good a friend his own energy 
and perseverance (with perhaps some touch of 
clannishness to boot) had gained for him. Dennis 
and I alwa3rs shared his watches, and they were 
generally devoted to the discussing and rediscussing 
of our prospects, interspersed with firagmentary 
French lessons. 

From the day that Alister had heard Dennis 
chatter to the squaw, through all our ups and 
downs, at sea and ashore, he nad never flagged in 
his persistent profiting by Dennis's offer to teach 
him to speak French. It was not, perhaps, a very 
scholarly method which they pursued, but we had 
no time for study, so Dennis started Alister every 
day with a new word or sentence, and Alister 
hammered this into his head as he went about his 
work, and recapitulated what he had learned 
before. By the time we in ere on our homeward 
voyage, the sentences had become very complex, 
and it seemed probable that Alister's ambition to 
take part in a ''two-handed crack" in French 
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with his teacher, before the shamrock fell to pieces, 
would be realized. 

''What he has learnt is wonderful, I can tell 
ye," said Dennis to me, '' but his accent's horrid ! 
And we'd get on faster than we do if he didn't 
argue every step we go, though he doesn't know a 
word that I've not taught him." 

But far funnier than Alister's corrections of his 
teacher, was a curious jealousy which the boatswain 
had of the Scotch lad's new accomplishment. We 
could not quite make out the grounds of it, except 
that the boatswain himself had learned one or two 
words of what he called parly voo when he was in 
service at the boys' school, and he was jealously 
careful of the importance which his shreds and 
scraps of education gave him in the eyes of the 
ordinary uneducated seaman. With Dennis and 
me he was uniformly friendly, and he was a most 
entertaining companion. 

Owing to head winds, our passage was longer 
than the average. A strange thing happened 
towards the end of it. We had turned in for 
sleep one night, when I woke to the consciousness 
that Dennis haid got out of his berth, and was 
climbing past mine, but I was so sleepy that I did 
not speak, and was only sure that it was not a 
dream, when Alister and I went on deck for the 
next watch, and found Dennis walking up and 
down in the morning mist. 

"Have you had no sleep?" I asked, for his 
face looked haggard. 

"I couldn't. For dreaming," he said, awk- 
wardly. 

I laughed at him. 

" What have you been dreaming about ? " 

" Don't laugh. Jack. I dreamt of Barney." 

"Well, that's nattiral enough, Dennis. This 
end of the voyage must recall the poor fellow. " 

" I wouldn't mind if it was a kindly dream. 
But I dreamed he'd an old woman's bonnet on 
and a handkerchief tied over it It haunts me." 

'♦ Go back to bed," I advised. " Perhaps you'll 
dream of him again looking like himself, and that 
will put this out of your head." 

Dennis took my advice, and I stood Alister's 
watch with him, and by-and-by Dennis appeared 
on deck again looking more at ease. 

*' Did you dream of him again ? " I asked. He 
nodded. 

"I did — ^just his own dear self. But he was 
sitting alone on the edge of some wharf gazing 
down into the water, and not a look could I get 
out of him till I woke." 

The following morning Dennis was still sound 
asleep when I rose and went on deck. The coast 
of Ireland was just coming into sight through the 
haze when he joined me, but before pointing it 



out to him, I felt curious to know whether he had 
dreamed a third time of old Barney. 

"Not I," said he; "all I dreamed of was a 
big rock standing up out of the sea, and two 
children sitting on it had hold of each other^s 
hands." 

" Children you know ? " 

"Oh dear, no I Just a little barefoot brother 
and sister." 

He seemed to wish to drop the subject, and at 
this moment a gleam of sunshine lit up the distant 
eoast line with such ethereal tints, that I did not 
wonder to see him spring upon the bulwarks and 
catching a ratlin with one hand, wave his cap 
above his head with the other, crying, " GoD 
bless the Emerald Isle !»" 

We reached Liverpool about four o'clock in the 
afternoon, and as we drew up alongside of the 
old wharf, my first thought was to look for Biddy 
Macartney. Alister had to remain on board for a 
time, but Dennis came willingly with me in search 
of the old woman and her coffee-barrow. At last 
we betook ourselves to the Dock-gatekeeper, to 
make inquiries, and from him we heard a sad 
story. The old woman had " failed a deal of late," 
he said. He " had heard she wasn't right in her 
mind, but whether they'd shifted her to a 'sylum or 
not, he couldn't say.' If she was at home, she 
was at an address which he gave us. 

" Will you go, Dennis ? I must. At once." 
"Of course." 

Biddy was at home, and never whilst I live can 
I forget the " home." Four blocks of high houses 
enclosed a small court into which there was one 
entrance, an archway through one of the buildings. 
All the houses opened into the court. There were 
no back-doors, and no back premises whatever. 
All thf dirt and (as to washing) all the cleanliness 
of a crowded community living in rooms in flats, 
the quarrelling and the love-making, the old 
people's resting, and the children's playing; — 
from emptying a slop-pail to getting a breath of 
evening air — this court was all there was for it. 
I have since been told that if we had been dressed 
like gentlemen, we should not have been safe in it, 
but I do not think we should have met with any 
worse welcome if we had come on the same 
errand — " to see old Biddy Macartney." 

Roughly enough, it is true, we were directed to 
one of the houses, the almost intolerable stench 
of which increased as we went up the stairs. By 
the help of one inmate and another, we made 
our way to Bidd/s door, and then we found it 
locked 

"The missis *11 be out," said a deformed girl 
who was pulling herself along by the balustrades. 
She was decent-looking and spoke civilly, so I 
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ventured to ask, '* Do you mean that old Biddy is 
out ? " 

*'Nay, not Biddy. The woman that sees to 
her. When she's got to go out she locks t'old lass 
up to be safe," and volunteering no further help, 
the girl rested for a minute against the wall with 
her hand to her side, and then dragged herself in 
to one of the rooms and shut the door in our faces. 

The court without and the houses within already 
resounded so to the squalling of children, that I 
paid no attention to the fact that more of this 
particular noise was coming up the stairs ; but in 
another moment a woman, shaking a screaming 
baby in her arms and dragging two crying children 
at her skirts, clenched her disengaged fist (it had 
a key in it) close to our faces and said, "And 
which of you vagabones is t*old lass's son ? " 

" Neither of us," said I, "but we want to see 
her, if we may. Are you the woman who takes 
care of her ? " 

** I've plenty to do minding my own, I can tell 
ye," she grumbled, "but I couldn't abear to see 
t'ould lass taken to a 'sylum. They're queer 
places some on 'em, as I know. And as to 
t'House I There's a many folks says, * Well if 
t'guardians won't give her no relief, let her go in.' 
But she got hold on me one day, and she says, 
' Sally, darling ' (that's t'ould lass's way, is calling 
ye Darling. It sounds soft, but she is but an old 
Irish woman, as one may say), * if ever,' she says, 
' you hear tell of their coming to fetch me, God 
bless ye,' she says, 'just give me a look out of 
your eye, and I'm gone. 1 11 be no more trouble 
to any one,' she says, 'and maybe I'll make it 
worth your while too.' " 

At this point in her narrative the woman looked 
mysterious, nodded her head, craned over the 
banisters to see that no one was near, slapped the 
children and shook up the baby as a sort of 
mechanical protest against the noise they were 
making (as to effects they only howled the louder), 
and drawing nearer to us, spoke in lower tones : 

"T'old lass has money, it's my belief, though 
she gives me nowt for her lodging, and she spends 
nowt on herself. She's many a time fai^ clemmed, 
I'll assure ye, till I can't abear to see it, and I give 
her the bit and sup I might have had myself, for 
I'm not going to rob t'children neither for her nor 
nobody. Ye see it's her son that's preying on her 
mind. He wrote her a letter awhile s^o, saying 
times was bad out yonder, and he was fair heart- 
broke to be so far away from her, and she's been 
queer ever since. She's wanted for everything 
herself, slaving and saving to get enough to fetch 
him home. Where she hides it I know no more 
nor you, but she wears a sight of old rafs, one 
atop of another, and pockets in all of ^m for 



aught I know — ^hold your din, ye unrewly children ! 
— there's folks coming. I'll let ye in. I lock 
t'old lass up when I go out, for she might be 
wandering, and there's them hereabouts that would 
reckon nought of putting her out of t'way and 
taking what she's got, if they heard tell on't." 

At last the door was unlocked and we went in. 
And sitting on a low box, dressed as before, even 
to the old coat and the spotted kerchief over her 
bonnet, sat Biddy Macartney. 

When she lifted her face, I saw that it was 
much wasted, and that her fine eyes had got a 
restless uneasy look in them. Suddenly this 
ceased, and they lit up with the old intelligence. 
For half an instant I thought it was at the sight 
of me, but she did not even see me. It was on 
Dennis O'Moore that her eyes were bent, and 
they never moved as she struggled to her feet, and 
gazed anxiously at his face, his cap, and his sea- 
faring clothes, whilst, for his part, Dennis gazed 
almost as wildly at her. At last she spoke : 

" God save ye. Squire I Has the old counthry 
come to this ? Is the O'Moore an alien, and all ? ' 

" No, no. I'm the Squire's son," said Dennis. 
" But tell me quick, woman, what are you to 
Barney Barton?" 

" Barney is it ? Sure be was brother to me, as 
who knows better than your honour ? " 

" Did you live with us, too ? " 

'' I did, acushla. In the heighth of e^e and 
comfort, and done nothin' for it. Wasn't I the 
big fool to be marryin' so early, not knowin' when 
I was well off ! " 

" I know. Barney has told me. A Cork man, 
your husband, wasn't he? A las^, drunken, ill- 
natured rascal of a fellow." 

" That's him, your honour ! " 

" Well, you're quit of him long since. And, as 
your son's in New York, and all I have left of 
Barney is you " 

" She doesn't hear you, Dennis." 

I interrupted him, because in his impetuosity 
he had not noticed that the wandering look had 
come back over the old woman's face, and that 
she sat down on the box, and fumbled among her 
pockets for Mickey's letter, and then crouched 
weeping over it. 

We stayed a long time with her, but she did 
not really revive. With infinite patience and 
tenderness, Dennis knelt beside her, and listened 
to her ramblings about Mickey, and Mickey's 
hardships, and Mickey's longings for home. Once 
or twice, I think, she was on the point of telling 
about her savings, but she glanced «i«unly round 
the room and forbore^ Dennis gave the other 
woman some money, and tdd her to give Biddy a 
good meal — ^to have given money to her would 
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have been useless — and he tried hard to convince 
the old woman that Mickey was quite able to 
leave America if he wished. At last she seemed 
to take this in, and it gave her, I fear, undue 
comfort, from the conviction that, if this were so, 
he would soon be home. 

After we left Biddy, we went to seek decent 
lodgings for the night. For Dennis was anxious 
to see her again in the morning, and of course I 
stayed with him. 

" Had you ever seen her before ? " I asked, as 
we walked. 

" Not to remember her. But Tack, it wasn't 
Barney I saw in that first dream. It was Bridget." 

Dennis was full of plans for getting her home 
with him to Ireland; but when we went back 
next day, we found a crowd round the archway 
that led into the court. Prominent in the group 
was the woman who ** cared for " Biddy. Her 
baby was crying, her children were crying, and 
she was crying too. And with every moment 
that passed the crowd grew laiger and larger, 
as few things but bad news can make a crowd 
grow. 

We learnt it very quickly. Biddy had been so 
much cheered up by our visit, that when the 
woman went out to buy supper for them, she did 
not lock the door. When she came back, Biddy 
was g«ne. To do her neighbours justice, we 
could not doubt — considering how they talked 
then — that they had made inquiries in all the 
streets and courts around. 

" And wherever t'owld lass can ha* gone ! " 
sobbed the woman who had been her neighbour, 
in the noblest sense of neighbourhood. 

I was beginning to comfort her when Dennis 
gripped me bv the arm : 

** I know, said he. " Come along." 

His face was white, his eyes shone, and he 
tossed his head so wildly he looked madder than 
Biddy had looked ; but when he began to run, 
and roughs in the streets b^an to pursue him, I 
ran too, as a matter of safety. We drew breath 
at the dock -gates. 

The gatekeeper told us that old Biddy, ''looking 
quite herself, only a bit thinner like, had gone 
through the evening before, to meet someone who 
was coming off one of the vessels, as he under- 
stood, but he had not noticed her on her return. 
He had heard her ask some man about a ship 
from New York. 

I wanted to hear more, but Dennis clutched me 
again and dragged me on. 

" I'll know the wharf when I see it," said he. 

Suddenly he stopped, and pointed. A wharf, 
but no vessel, only the water sobbing against the 
stones. 



" That's the wharf," he gasped. '* That's where 
he sat and looked down. She's there I " 

* • • * ♦ 

He was right. We found her there at ebb of 
tide, with no sign of turmoil or trouble about her, 
except the grip that never could be loosened with 
which she held Mickey's one letter fast in her 
hand. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

" Oh J dream of joy ! is this indeed 
The lighthouse-top I see ? 
Is this the hill ? Is thU the Kirk ? 
Is this mine own countree? 

" We drifted o'er the harbour bar, 
And I with sobs did pray— 
O let me be awake, my God ! 
Or let me sleep alway." 

The Ancient Mariner. 

WHEN Alister joined us the first evenmg 
after we came back from poor Biddy, he 
was so deeply interested in hearing about her, that 
he would have gone with us the next morning, if 
he had not had business on hand. He had a 
funny sort of remorse for having misjudged her 
the day she befooled the sentry to get me off. 
Business connected with Biddy s death detained 
Dennis in Liverpool for a day or two, and as I had 
not given any warning of the date of my return to 
my people, I willingly stayed with him. My com- 
rades had promised to go home with me before 
proceeding on their respective ways, but (in answer 
to the letter which announced his safe arrival in 
Liverpool) Alister got a message from his mother 
summoning him to Scotland at once en important 
family matters, and the shamrock fell to pieces 
sooner than we had intended. In the course of a 
few days, Dennis and I heard from our old 
comrade. 



" The Braes of Buie^ 



€i 



My Dear Jack and Dennis : I am home 
safe and sound, though not in time for the funeral, 
whidi (as partly consequent on the breaking of a 
tube in one engine, and a trifling damage to the 
wheels of a second that was attached, if ye under- 
stand me, with the purpose of rectifying the defi- 
ciencies of the first, the Company being, in my 
humble judgment, unwisely thrifty in the matter 
of second-hand boilers) may be regarded as a Dis- 
pensation of Providence, and was in no degree 
looked upon by any member of the family as a 
wanting of respect towards the memory of the 
deceased. Witn the sole and single exception of 
Miss Margaret MacCantywhapple, a far-away 
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cousin by marriage, who, though in good circum- 
stances, and a very virtuous woman, may be said 
to have seen her best days, and is not what she 
was in her intellectual judgment, being afflicted 
with deafness and a species of palsy, besides other 
infirmities in her faculties. I misdoubt if I was 
wise in using my endeavours to make the poor 
body understand that I was at th<! other side of 
the world when my cousin was taken sick, all her 
response being, * they aye say so,* However, at 
long and last, she was brought to admit that the 
best of us may misjudge, and as we all have our 
faults, and hers are for the most part her mis- 
fortunes, I tholed her imputations on my veracity 
in the consideration of her bodily infirmities. 

" My dear mother, thank God, is in her usual, 
and overjoyed to see my face once more. She 
desires me to present her respects to both of you, 
with an old woman's blessing. I'm aware that it 
will be a matter of kindly satisfaction to you to 
learn that her old age is secured in carnal comforts 
through my fathers cousin having left all his 
worlmy gear for her support ; that is, he left it to 
me, which is the same thing. Not without a tes- 
timony of respect for my father's memory, that all 
the gear of Scotland would be cheap to me by the 
side of; and a few words as to industry, energy, 
and the like, which, though far from being de- 
served on my part, sound — like voices out of the 
mist upon the mountain side — sweeter and 
weightier, it may be, than they deserve, wlien a 
body hears them, as ye may say, out of the 
grave. 

"It's an ill wind that blows nobody good, and 
it's not for me to complain of the downbreak in 
the engines, seeing that in place of rushing past 
the coast, we just crawled along the top of these 
grand cliffs in the bonny sunshine, which hardly 
widces a smile upon the stem faces of them, while 
the white foam breaks at no allowance about their 
feet Many's the hour. Jack, I've lain on the 
moss, and looked down into a dark cove to watch 
the tide come in, and turn blue, and green, and 
tawny purple over the weeds and rocks, and fall 
back again to where the black crags sit in creamy 
surf with sea-birds on their shoulders. Eh ! man, 
it's sweet to come home and see it all again ; the 
folk standing at their doors, and bairns sitting on 
the dykes with flowers in their hands, and the 
waving barley-fields on the cliff tops shining 
against the sea and sky, as lights and shades 
change their places over a woman's hair. There 
were some decent bodies in the train beside me, 
that thought I was daft, with my head out of the 
window, in an awful draught, at the serious risk 
of brow-ague, not to speak of coal-smuts, which 
are horrid if ye get them in your eye. And not 



without reason did they think so, for I'll assure 
ye I would have been loth to swear whether it 
was spray or tears that made my cheeks so salt 
when I saw the bit herring-boats stealing away 
out into the blue mist, for all the world as if they 
were laddies leaving home to seek their fortunes, 
as it might be ourselves. 

"But I'm taking up your time with havers 
about my own country, and I ask your pardon; 
though I m not ashamed to say that, for what I've 
seen of the world — tropics and all -give me the 
north-east coast of Scotland ! 

"I am hopmg, at your leisure, to hear that ye 
both reached home, and found all belonging to ye 
as ye could wish ; and I'm thinking that if Dennis 
wrote in French, I might make it out, for I've 
come by an old French Dictionary that was my 
father's. God save the shamrock ! Your affec- 
tionate friend, 

"Alister Auchterlay. 

" I am ill at sa3ang all that I feel, but I'll never 
forget." 

Dennis and I tramped from Liverpool. Partly 
for the walk, and partly because we were nearly 
penniless. His system, as I told him, seemed to 
be to empty his pockets first, and to think about 
how he was going to get along afterwards. How- 
ever, it must be confessed that the number and 
the needs of the poor Irish we came across in 
connection with Biddy's death and its attendant 
ceremonies, were enough to be " the ruination " of 
a far less tender-hearted Paddy than Dennis 
O'Moore. 

And so— a real sailor with a real bundle under 
my arm — I tramped Home. 

Dennis had been a good comrade out in the 
world ; but that was a trifle to the tact and sym- 
pathy he displayed when my mother and father 
and I were malring fools of ourselves in each 
other's arms. 

He saw everything, and he pretended he saw 
nothing. He picked up my father's spectacles, 
and waltzed with the dogs whilst the old gentle- 
man was blowing his nose. When Martha broke 
down in hysterics (for which, it was not difficult 
to see, she would punish herself and us later on, 
with sulking and sandpaper), Dennis "brought 
her to " by an affectionate hugging, which, as she 
afterwards explained, seemed "that natteral'* 
that she never realized its impropriety till it was 
twenty-four hours too late to remonstrate. 

"When my dear mother was calmer, and very 
anxious about our supper and beds, I ascertained 
from my father that the Woods were from home, 
and that Jem had gone down to the &rm to sit for 
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an hour or so with Charlie ; so, pending the pre- 
paration of our fatted calf, Dennis and I went to 
bring both Jem and Charlie baek for the night. 

It was a dark, moonless night, only tempered 
by the reflections of furnace fires among the hills. 
Dennis thought they were northern lights. The 
lane was cool, and fresh and damp, and full of 
autumn scents of fading leaves, and toadstools, 
and Herb Robert and late Meadow Sweet. And 
as we crossed the grass under the walnut-trees, I 
saw that the old schoolroom window was open to 
the evening air, and lighted from within. 

I signalled silence to Dennis, and we crept up, 
as Jem and I had crept years ago to see the pale- 
faced relation himting for the miser's will in the 
tea-caddy. 

In the old arm-chair sat Charlie, propped with 
cushions. On one side of him Jem leant with 
elbows on the table, and on the other side sat 
Master Isaac, spectacles on nose. 



The whole table was covered by a Map of the 
World, and Charlie's high, eager voice came 
clearly out into the night. 

"Isaac and I have marked every step they've 
gone, Jem, but we don't think it would be lucky 
to make the back-mark over the Atlantic till they 
are quite safe Home." 

Dennis says, in his teasing way, he never be- 
lieved in my ** athletics " till he saw me leap in. 
through that window. He was not far behind. 

"Jem!" 

•*Jack!" 

When Jem released me and I looked round, 
Charlie was resting in Dennis O'Moore's arms 
and gazing up in his own odd, abrupt, searching, 
way into the Irish boy's face. 

"Isaac !'* he half laughed, half sobbed : "Dennis- 
is afraid of hurting this poor rickety body of mine. 
Come here, will you, and pinch me or pull my 
hair, that I may be sure it isn't all a dream I " 
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